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TO 



THOMAS B. HABRISON, ESQUIRE, 



TBIS VOLUME IS INSCRIBED AS A SUGHT TOKEN OF FRIfiNMHIP, 



BY THE AUTHOR. 



PREFACE. 



The poems composing this volmne were 
written from time to time during the last year, 
more with the yiew of beguiling the author^s 
leisure hours, than of ever presenting them to 
the ptiblic in this form. Indeed, the latter 
wad not at the first his intention. But, re- 
flecting that from some of the most beautiful 
and poetic spots of Virginia, n6 song but that 
of natiire^s own minstrels, who sing fiat to 
^ numbers and the harp," has ever come, not- 
withstanding the many of her sons and daugh- 
ters whose pens could do her classic tribute, 
he has determined, despite the herd of soi di- 
sant critics, to lay his humble Terse before the 
world in the shape of a book. 

Some of the minor poems have already 
been published, but in a more crude state, in 
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a weekly newspaper. To revise and fit them 
for the present object has been a pleasing task 
to the author; and although he is still sensi- 
ble of its many defects, he indulges the hope 
that his little hcfbk may be received in the 
spirit in which it is given. If it afibrd aught 
of interest or pleasure to any into whose 
hands it may come — any who love Virginia, 
with her hills, and streams, and romantic sce- 
nery, and who lament that these have been 
so long neglected by the Muse and the Lyre 
— the writer will be more than satisfied. 

With this feeling, he sends forth the result 
of his labour, vrithout a care or regard for 
those who may be inclined to cavil or con- 
demn. 

THE AUTHOR. 

Secltuavdlj May, 1846. 
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INVOCATION, 

Harp of the West ! a feeble hand essays 

To sweep thy strings, and swell the tide of song ; 
Nor strife nor death demands thy tuneful lays. 

Nor aught that to the bards of eld belong. 
The lance and spear of chivalry are lost; 

Heroic knights of other days are dead ; 
The valiant Hector and his Trojan host 

Have from the plains of blood and battle fled, 
Nor more invoke thy strains of martial song. 
The cohorts of the brave and fierce among. 

A holier theme invites thy gentler strain— 
' Such dulcet notes as Erin's bard once drew 
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From thy bright struigs, he ne*er may touch again— 
Of smiles and tears, of joy and pain» of tme 

And changeless love— -the lights and shades that give 
The colouring to the heart's first tender bloom, 

Despair and Hope— of these 'tis thine to weave 
Al'garland for the generous lover's tomb. 

And weep in tears of song the fate of one, 

So young, so fair, whose heart was all his own. 
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PROEM. 

*' How fair and bright the woodland scene. 

Where Staunton's emerald waters flow, 
Samach and Holly bowers between. 

Which on its banks commingling grow ! 
How clear the blae autamnal sky, 
How rich the varied tints that dye 
The autumn woods 1 How sweet the air, 

The sighing breath that heaven gives. 
O'er what was late so fresh and fair— 

The withered flowers and fading leaves ! 

** The sun is up, and sheds his beams 
On dell and dingle, woods and streams. 
On crag and steep, where lichens grow, 
And on the broad champaign below. 
Oh ! fairer, milder, lovelier day, 
The sun hath never lisen to greet, 
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The fatal deed — the place — the time— - 

The gory knife ; and yet, and yet 
He now and then may look and smile. 

As if he felt the while at ease; 
A.nd his gay words may e'en beguile 

His own heart into transient peace ; 
But Memoiy with her ghostly train, 
Soon tears his maddening wounds again. 
Oh ! then he feels that peace and rest. 
Have fled for ever from his breast, 
That Hope's bright sun in gloom hath set : 
He weeps, but never can forget. 
And though 'tis not a crime to love, 

As deep and lasting seal is set 
Upon the heart whose love is crossed. 
Whose bloom is scathed, whose fruit is lost, 
As that placed by the oflended Jove 

Upon the murderer's heart. Foi^et ! 
But if to me a willing ear 
Thou'lt lend, I'll speak, and thou shalt hear. 
What, perad venture, thou wilt deem 
A truthless, wild, delirious dream." 

« « « « » H 

Together on the cliff they stood. 
High up above the murmuring flood, 
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That layed its massive base below : 
The youth, with words distinct and slow, 
The Fairy of the Stream began, 
And thus the thrilling story ran : 
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THE STORY. 

When years ago, a happy child, 
By birds and flowers, and water flowing, 
And fragrant shrubs all wildly growing, 
And fields and waving trees beguiled, 
I often sought this silent spot, 

And loved to look, and think, and dream, 
And gaze upon that sweeping stream, 
'Till home and friends were all forgot 
In thoughts of these fair sylvan haunts : 

'Twas such a sweet and soothing place, 
That Avarice might foi^et her wants. 

And Trouble's self be lulled to peace. 
Beneath the cool and shady bowers. 
Enamelled with the wild young flowers 
Of every name, and size, and hue. 
Which in these vales in spring time grew. 

Here first by wayward fancy moved, 
With storied lays of fairy land, 
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Deemed true in every word, I loved] 

An ideal maiden of the strand ; 
And wept to^think I^might^not^find 

Her whom my heart so yearned to greet ; 
But sometimes thought that in the wind 

I heard a voice, in accents sweet, 
Promise a coming by and by ; 

And, listening still again, I knew 
'Twas but the so A and fragrant sigh 
Of zephyrs from the southern sky, 
Kissing and leaving the flowers that grew 
On the hills where those gentle and sweet winds blew. 

The boyish love I cherished then 

For this secluded, tranquil spot. 
Grew stronger year by year, and when 

The flowers were dead, and birds foigot 
Their summer songs of love to trill, 

And winter, with his stormy breeze, 

Stript bare the fields and forest trees, 
I loved and lingered round it still. 
And sighed for Spring to come again^ 

With milder breeze, and birds, and flowers. 
With green-clad hill, and vale, and plain, 

And floating clouds, and rainbow showers. 
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Thus passed away those happy years. 
With unsubstantial day-dreams fraught. 

And rapture's smiles and rapture's tears, 
By varying moods of pleasure brought. 
No change of heart or feeling wrought 

One summer evening, years agone, 
I sat upon this rock alone, 
Watching the tinsel clouds that lay 

Along tlieir airy couch on high, 

Like dreaming cherubs of the sky. 
And longing to be far away 
With those bright clouds— a spirit fay- 
Nestling upon their snowy breast. 
In soft repose and peaceful rest. 
The air was mild, and laden then 
With odours fresh and sweet, as when 

The world was in its youth and pride, 
And Paradise was gaily blooming 
With flowers, the earth and air perfuming, 

And Love and Beauty, side by side. 
Roved Eden's blissful bowers among, 
With hearts attuned to prayer and song. 
Twilight beside this flowing stream ! 
An hour and place for Love to dream 
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Of heaven, and all the starry train 
Who dance around the azure throne 
Of Beauty's queen, when flowers are strewn, 

As offermgs at her Theshian fane. 

As calmly as the Christian's life, 

At summer's eve, draws to its close. 
When every half-drawn breath is rife 

With murmured prayer, and dimly grows 
To his fast-failing sight, each one 

Of those on whom, in days gone by. 
Bright smiles of love and friendship shone, 

As sunset rays, from his mild eye ; 
So calmly did the daylight fade 
On hill, and stream, and shadowy glade ; 
So calmly did the night come on ; 
Bright stars, appearing one by one, 
Like jewels in the roseate sky, 

Down in the tranquil water glanced ; 
While, through her star lit halls on high, 

The moon in solemn state advanced. 
Like some proud queen of earth, alone, 
Through courtly chambers, to her throne. 

From many a neighbouring cottage borne, 
In mingling, distance-mellowed tone, 
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The mastiff's bay, the whistling call 

Of shepherds to their gathering cote, 
The gurgling brook, the waterfall. 

The pheasant's solemn, muffled note, 
And all those pleasant sounds the ear 
So loves, at that sweet hour to hear. 
Came o*er me then with pathos deep. 
And lulled me into dreaming sleep— 
A sleep in which the waking mind 
And reasoning powers are all confined, 
While every silent object round 
And near, and every half-heard sound, 
Forms each a parcel of the scene 
Of every strange, fantastic dream. 
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THE DREAM. 

It wu a bright and sunny day, 
The sky was clear, the earth was gay, 
And fields, and woods, and flowing streams, 
Were brilliant in the sun's sweet beams. 
The air was mild and fragrant too, 

With odours from the orange groves, 
Which in luxuriant beauty grew. 

Where naiads meet to tell their loves. 
A broad and sparkling river lay 
Before me, winding far away 
'Tween verdant hills with myrtle crowned, 
And olive bowers embossed around, 
Till, like a silvery thread, the eye 
Could scarce its fair outline descry. 

With sail close-furled, and floating oar, 
A tiny skiflf lay to the shore : 
By silken cable 'twas confined 
To a young alder on the strand, 
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And in each softly breathing wind, 

Which as an angel's pinion, fanned 
The trembling leaves that shaded it, 
Danced on the wave a minuet. 
Methought some spirit of the tide. 

To spend on land a few short hours, 
Had moored her barque the beach beside. 

And wandered forth in quest of jQowers. 
*Twas rude, I own — my heart refused 

At first to approve the act — to reach 
With meddling hand the cord, to loose 

The boat and push it from the beach. 
Then leaping on the fragile thing, 
I spread its snowy, crumpled wing. 
To catch each gentle breeze that blew, 
And silent from the shore withdrew. 
The channel gained, I plied my oar. 
And gallantly and swiftly bore 
Onward adown the placid stream— 

The clear waves dashing round my prow. 
And flashing in the noontide gleam, 

Like blushes sweet on Beauty's brow, 
As if they hailed with merry pride 
The fleetest skifif that skimmed the tide. 
And loved to bear it company, 
Where e'er its destined port might be. 
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Nor was there lack of pleasing change 
In scenes that met the eye, for strange. 
And wild, and wondrous was the way: 
Broad fields of golden herbage lay 
Stretched out, until tlie dazzled eye, 

To scan their distant boundaries failed ; 
Green mountains towering to the sky, 
From whose proud heights the eagle's cry. 

In shrill acclaim, the Day-god hailed; 
While many a "tributary stream, 

Impatient in its progress leaped 
0*er amber precipices, down 
To coral beds below, and shone 
Refulgent in the solar gleam 

Which through the scattering foliage peeped : 
And often in the unruffled tide, 
Along the shore on either side. 
Where nymphs might hold their moonlight tryst. 

Full many a fruitful orange bough 
Laved its bright leaves, and softly kissed 

Its mirrored, mimic self below. 

Before me in the distance then, 

As gently as the dove's refrain 

When sorrowing o'er her murdered mate. 

Alone, and sad, and desolate — 

3 
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As gently as the zeph3nr*s swell. 

At twilight o'er the waters borne, 
Mysterious music rose and fell, 

In dear, but soft, impassioned tone, 
So sweet that it had charmed the ear 
Of angels, such dear notes to hear. 
At length the swift propelling breeze 

That bore me onward, ceased to blow. 
And then my barque, by slow degrees. 
With drooping sail, with graceful ease. 

Glided along with steady flow. 
Then rose in syren notes again. 
That wild and love-inspiring strain — 
A song so deep, so full,]]so clear. 

That every line and every word. 
So sweet to mine enraptured ear. 

Thus warbled, was distinctly heard. 
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THE NAIAD'S SONG. 

From beneath the green waters, so clear and sweet, 
Where the fairest and loveliest naiads meet 

Each rosy mom with smiles as bright 

And glowing as Aurora's light. 
To honour their queen, the fairest of all. 
The loveliest flower in Nou-che-mal, 

I have come, I have come. 

To the shades of the orange, and myrtle, and clove, 
Where the golden-winged bee and the butterfly rove, 

And birds trill out their joyous lays 

In mingling songs of love and praise. 
For this beautiful fruit with leaves so green. 
An offering to Nou-che-mal's beautiful queen, 

I have come, I have come. 

How happy will be our Nym-gul-nair, 
Nou-che-mal's queen, so lovely, so fair. 
When on her head I place the wreath 
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or orange boughs, that grew beneath 
The clear blue skies of this land of bliss ! 
Oh ! 'tis for a modest crown like this 

I have come, I have come. 

With pearls of the deep, and corals confined, 
This festival garland of homage I'll bind 

Around the brow and golden hair 

Of her, the queen of naiads fair : 
But, oh ! when this task of love is done^ 
Will the boon that I crave, be lost or won ! 

When the last echo of the song, 

Like music of the sea shell, died. 
Close on my right, I saw among 

The rocks that bound the water's side, 
A little skiff of emerald green, 

So light that she whose weight it bore, 
Might, in a pla3ritil mood, I ween. 
Have drawn it from the water, e'en, 

And laid it on the neighbouring shore. 
Enchanted with the pleasing view, 
I quickly turned my skiff and drew 
Still nearer the enamelled strand. 

And silent rested to behold 
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A maid of more angelic mould, 
rhan those who form the Thesbian band, 
When Love's gay festival is held, 
Or those fair maidens who of eld, 
Allured the spirits of the sky 
From their imperial seats on high. 
Ndr jewelled coif, nor highland snood, 

Aught of her native beauty hid ; 
Her dazzling hair, in plaiting neat, 
Flowed o'er her arms and swept her feet; 
ind, as she stood in thoughtful mood. 

One snowy hand concealed amid 
The overhanging boughs which spread 
Their leaves and fruits around her head. 
The other placed with timid care 
Upon her swelling breast so fair,— 
I felt that from some upper sphere. 

To mortals of the earth unknown. 
To view a spot so fair and dear, 

A cherub to our world had flown. 
Her gentle ear I deemed had caught 

The rippling sound my skiff had made. 
When near her own its mooring sought. 

In the still shallows 'neath the shade ; 

For in a listening attitude, 

3* 
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She motionless a moment stood. 
Then quickly turned her mild blue eyes. 
All beaming with a mute surprise, 
Towards me, and a heavenly smile 
Played o'er her lovely face the while. 
As if instead, with maiden fear 
At my abrupt intrusion seized, 
Her soft and modest heart was pleased 
At sight of a strange youth so near. 

<< Stranger," she said, in accents bland, 

*' Whence comest thou, and what to seek? 
What is thy name and native land? 
Why silent thus? Speak, stranger, speak I*' 

" Spirit! for such I deem thou lEurt, 

By thy fair face and gentle heart — 

If for a moment I forgot 

To answer thy sweet voice, think not 

That I am rude in heart or tongue ; 

But when thy words like music fell 

Upon mine ears, these flowers among, 

A sudden, sweet, mysterious spell 

Came o'er me. Thine, oh ! thine, sweet maid, 

Thine eyes the spell my answer staid. 

3* 
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From that sweet climate which the bud, 
When through the skies his course hath ruDy 
Sheds his last smiles of light upon— > 
A clime where flowers as fair as these, 
Give their rich odours to the breeze- 
Where hills, and woods, and streams can vie 
With aught beneath this eastern sky— 
A clime of Love and Poetry— 
From thence, but naught to seek, I came. 
And Allan is mine humble name." 
Thus I replied : then with a smile 
And look of more bewitching guile, 
She welcomed me in tones as sweet 
As those of lovers, when they meet ^ 
By moonlight in the trystlng bower. 
At midnight's calm and holy hour. 

" Dost know, strange youth," again she said, 
M That thou to Fairy-land hast strayed? 
And dost thou hope again to see 
Thy native land, thou call'st so free ? 
If yea, resign that hope, and learn 
That ne'er have mortals such as thou, 
Seen this bright realm thou seest now, 
Who to their homes might e'er rctwm. 
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But cheer thee! what if thou hast left 

A clime of Love and Poetry? 
What if of thy vain hopes hereft? 

Beneath this warm and sunny sky 
Are hearts that love, and bards that sing. 
And hopes, aye, joyous hopes, that bring 
Back to the cheek its rosy bloom. 
Back to the breast the hearths perfume." 
Those fearful words of mystic dread 

From Beauty's lips, and that strange look 
Accompanying them, as thus she said. 

My heart and reason ill could brook. 

** What sayest thou, maiden ! can it be 

That one so beautiful as thou, 
With face so fair and form of grace. 
Claims lineage with that evil race 
Who dwell beneath the dark green sea. 

So near the infernal world below ? 
And thou, oh! is it true that thou. 
With heaven's own impress on thy brow, 
Dost weave around the unwilling heart 
Those impious spells of magic art 
By Satan to the naiads given 
When he from Paradise was driven ?*' 
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«< Forbear, rash youth ! nor dare again 
By such bold speech our name profane." 
And as she spoke, offended ire 

Glowed in her flashing eyes : <* No spell 
To us, or to our ancient sire, 
Was ever known, save that which erst, 
By woman wrought, the world hath curst-— 
The spell of love's resistless fire. 

First wrought by Eve when Adam fell." 

(« Forgive me, maiden fair, if aught 
Of wrong to thee, in word or thought, 
I held." Once more that sweet smile shone 
From her soft eyes ; " Love, love alone," 
She said, *' is all the lore we use 

In weaving spells for hearts like thine— 
The silken chains which power Divine, 
And only power Divine can loose. 
Forgive thee ! yes — come near and take 
The pledge of peace, for friendship's sake." 
And reaching forth her hand, she drew 
From the green bough on which it grew, 
A fruit of rich and tempting hue. 
The proffered truce, thus gently made. 
By impulse prompted I obeyed. 
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And to my lips, at her behest, 
The fatal giA I quickly pressed. 
Sweet was the taste, but sweeter still 
Than that, the warm and rapturous thrill 
Which suddenly through all my frame. 
Like rain on thirsty deserts came. 
Ere to my tongue the poisonous juice 
Of that wild fruit — the pledge of truce — 
Was thus so rashly, madly given. 

Cool-judging reason, sense, I had. 
Which 'gainst the maiden's charms had Btri?en; 

But now— intoxicated, mad. 
And burning with unconscious love 
For her who wrought my ruin, blessed 
The breeze which to her presence drove 

My barque ; and to my bosom pressed 
Her angel form with many a kiss 

Of passionate and fervid zest ; 
And oh ! I felt that earthly bliss, 
So sweet and unalloyed as this. 

My heart had ne'er before confessed. 
Each fond regret, each fond desire. 

For friends and home I lately cherished, 
Like as a meteor's blazing fire. 

Burned for a moment's space, and perished. 
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<* Thanksy sibyl, thanks I the spell is cast. 
The promised boon is won at last. 
My time of servitude is past ! 
Henceforth the sceptre and the crown 

Of Nou-che-mal are mine ; and thou, 
Fair stranger, ere the sun go down, 

Shalt place that crown upon my brow. 
The prophecy was true which she, 
Samandal's sibyl of the sea, 
One morning to mine ears gave 
In her dark cell beneath the wave*- 
That I the throne and regal power 
Of Nou-chemal should gain, the hour 
When the third orange wreath I weave 

For Nym-gul-nair, the reigning queen. 
If I to mortal youth might give. 

E'en in that hour, these shores between, 
The nectar which I gave to thee. 

And thus his love and homage gain. 

'Tis won, 'tis won ! the magic chain 
Of fealty that binds to me 
A loyal heart like thine for ever. 
No power but that of death can sever." 
8he said ; and from her neck unstrung 
A coral chain, and playful flung 
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It o'er my head: " Wear thiB," she said ; 
** 'Twas for our royal nuptials made. 
Now to our palace, light and free, 

Oor skiffs their sovereign freight shall bear, 
And thou full soon may'st haply see 
The pleasures that await us there." 

There is a passion undefined, 
An essence of the Eternal Mind, 
That bards call love ; a holy flame, 

Bright and resplendent as the beams 

That gild at noon the mountain streams 
And crystal lakes ; which puts to shame 
The stars—those everlasting urns. 
In which the breath of Allah bums; 
A flame whose radiance first illumed, 

With its soft glow, Eve's gentle eyes, 
Till the dark veil of sin had gloomed 

Its light in Eden's sunny skies. 
And there is too— though not so pure— • 

A nameless passion, strong and true- 
Though not so constant, far more sure — 

A passion which 'tis said once drew 
Unwary angels from their duty 

And happy sphere above the skies, 
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To revel in the fatal beauty 

That lived in mortal woman's eyes. 
And oh ! if sinless angels, fired 

By this mysterious charm, could fall, 
An erring mortal, thus Inspired, 

Could ne'er resist its potent thrall. 

liVith heart and mind enslaved, I pressed 
Once more the maiden to my breast, 
And then together from the shore. 

We turned our boats adown the stream. 
And onward o'er its surface bore 

So swiftly, that I could but deem 
Some viewless spirit of wondrous speed, 

Summoned from distant seas away, 
Our wild and fleeting race to lead. 

As if impatient of delay. 

Drew us along our watery way. 
Scenes which the eye one moment caught. 

The next had glided from the sight. 

In that voluptuous, mazy flight, 
Like figures fair by magic wrought : 
And others came agaio, and went. 

As bright but transient as before, 
Till dazzled, faint, the vision spent 

4 
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With all this fairy wonderment, 
I shuddered, and could gaze no more ! 

• 

But soon relaxing in our speed, 
By slow degrees, my ears took heed 
Of low and murmuring sounds like those 

Which agitated water makes, 

When through some fissured rock it breaks, 
Or down some fretted passage flows 
Through dismal caverns to the ocean : 
And still with slower, gentler motion, 
But onward, we pursued our way 
Through rising waves and gathering spray—- 
The sounds, so faint at first, becoming 

Each moment more distinct and dread ; 
Clouds too, in darkling masses glooming, 

Quick through the tonquil heavens spread 
And veiled the sun ; above, around, 

A twilight mist was gathering fast, 
As at the hour, sublime, profound, 

And solemn, which precedes the Uast 
Of meeting winds and clashing waves. 

Of storms and elemental strife, 
^hen sea birds scream with fright, and ralves 
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The ocean, as with human life, 

And black and angry passions rife. 
Then suddenly I saw with fear 
And sinking heart, a whirlpool near, 
Boiling and hissing in its wrath. 

While round us its dark eddies broke : 

The maiden pointed thence and spoke — 
<* There lies, fair youth, the downward path 

That leads below to Nou-che-mal's 

Gay palaces and festal halls !" 
Her words were scarcely uttered, heard, 
Sweet even tlien as voice of bird. 
Ere plunged our pauseless skiff beneath 

The opening waves — one stifled scream, 
The effort of expiring breath. 

Awoke me from that fearful dream ! 

* 3tt m an * at 

I woke, but oh ! what waking that ! 

A waking dream, a mere change 
From day to night ! I only knew 
By the cool air and evening dew 
That chilled my limbs, and by the moon 
And stars that in the heavens shone. 

My daylight dream had passed ; for strange 
To tell ! in silence by me sat, 
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Her eyes of lovelit passion, bent 
Upon my face with look intent, 
The image of my plighted bride, 

The naiad queen, whose spell had Von 
My heart beneath her eastern sun. 
On her bright stream's empurpled tide ! 

The helpless bird with drooping wing, 

A piteous, unresisting thing, 

All mute from fear, essays in vain 

To spread its crumpled wings again, 

And from the spell- wrought charm to rise. 

The venomed charm of serpent eyes. 

Alas ! *tis vain indeed : the spell 

That holds it in the fatal train. 

Is strong and ruthless as the chain 
That binds the victim in his cell. 
All motive power, all hope of flight, 

The airy freedom, once its boast. 
Have left its sorrowing heart, once light 

And happy— now all, all are lost ! 
And although passing sweet the charm 

That held me still beneath her eye. 
The while upon my forehead, warm 

From her warm heart the breathing sigh. 
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As she bent o'er me thus, did rest — 

'Twas of a kindred nature, more 

Resistless, potent, deep, and pure ! 
'Twas love within her virgin breast, 

That gave her eyes that beaming lustre — 
So bright, and yet so innocent-— 
And beauty in her face that lent 

Them gentler grace ; while many a cluster 
Of golden hair the stream had laved. 
Free in the whispering night wind waved. 
E'en simple Beauty's self possesses 

In her dark eye the magnet stone, 

Whose soft attracting power alone. 
Its willing victim dooms or blesses ; 
And how much more the light that flashes 
Electric-like beneath the lashes 
Of Beauty's eyes, when Beauty's form 

Is more than mortal— half divine — 
Whose every glance doth chill or warm 

The life-blood at the heart, and twine 
Around us mystic wreaths of love, 

More fadeless, lasting and secure. 
Than mortal Beauty ever wove 

From all her blooming, transient store ! 

4* 
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Seeing that I no longer slept, 

Her dewy arms my neck embraced^ 
And shaking back her hair, which swept 
Her snowy, swelling breast, she placed 
Her lips to mine— one burning kiss. 
Affection's own peculiar bliss*— 
She gave, and in my blood revived 
The flame that in my dream had lived. 
^ " Though hard thy couch — this gray rock's breast, 
Thy lullaby the wind and stream, 
No fairer visions ever blessed 

An exiled angel's twilight dream, 
When felt his past misdeeds forgiven. 
And risen to the gate of heaven, 
Than thine to-night: say, is't not so ? 
Yea, 1 have by thee watching been 
E'er since thine eyes were closed, and know 

What fairy wonders thou hast seen. 
And how thy heart was won and los' 
By her, the favourite and the boast 
Of Nou-che-mal's fair maids, and how 
The spell she bound thee with was broken, 
As her last words to thee were spoken. 
And thou wert freed awhile ; but now 
Thou art won back ! the kiss, I trow, 
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That met thy lips from mine, instilled 
The same resistless love that filled 
Thy breast before. Look, youth, and see 
The Queen of Nou-che-mal In me ! 
Nor wonder at the chance that brings, 
On love's fleet, tireless, wandering wings, 
A. naiad from her distant home — 
To win and guide thee thence I'm come." 
She said ; and pointing to the moon. 
Resumed : " Yon modest orb as soon 
Will cease upon this earth to shine. 

And yon red censers cease to burn. 
As thou from these weak arms of mine 

Wilt fly, or from my bondage turn. 
To seek again the dull caress 

Of mortal maid : nay, far from this. 
To-night my virgin love shall bless 

Thy dreams with many a rapturous kiss." 

In truth, her words in tones so sweet 

And siren-like, dispelled and drove 
Far from my heart— whose pulsate beat 
Spoke my wild passion — all but one 
Mad flame as quenchless as the sun ; 

All feeling but my frenzied love, 
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Whose only impulse was to bless 

Again the mystic charm that ravished 
My sense and will away, and press 
My lips to hers again, again, 
With passionate and frantic strain ; 

While every burning kiss I lavished, 
Drew closer round my heart the chain 
I wished might ne'er be loosed again. 

** Time wears away," at length she said : 
« See ! down upon the moon-lit wave 
My little skiff, of sea- weed made. 

Awaits our coming!" then she gave 
One hand in mine, one arm she threw 
Around my waist, and closely drew 
Me to herself; and pausing then 

One moment, ere the fearful leap, 
Our eyes and lips met once again. 

And from this cliff so high and steep, 

Down where those still bright waters sleep, 
Lightly we dropped into the barque, 

Whose arrowy mast, so small and light, 
Scarce on the wave its shadowy mark, 

By moonlight cast, could catch the sight : 
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Its sail of white — a miniature thing- 
Glanced like a spirit's merry wing, 
In its impatient fluttering. 
And when our anchoring cord was drawn. 
Gently and graceful as the swan 
Leaves her cool harbours 'neath the shore, 
At blushing sunrise to explore 
Her sparkling realms of liquid green, 
Vast fields of waving grain between, 
Our little barque with sail unfurled. 
Slowly around the dark cliff curled. 
And sought the middle of the stream, 

Whose surface smooth, reflected back 
The twinkling stars and silvery gleam 

Of moonlight in our glittering track. 

There is a heaven-born sympathy 

In every breast for some loved spot 
Of earth, on which affection's eye 
Hath shed its sweetest tears for aye ; 

Some grove, or wood, or shady grot, 
Where naught but soothing silence is. 
So full of dear remembrances. 
So strongly twined about the heart. 

That e'en to bid adieu to those 
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Whose only impulse was to bless 

Again the mystic charm that ravished 
My sense and will away, and press 
My lips to hers again, again, 
With passionate and frantic strain ; 

While every burning kiss I lavished, 
Drew closer round my heart the chain 
I wished might ne'er be loosed again. 

** Time wears away," at length she said : 
" See ! down upon the moon-lit wave 
My little skiff, of sea- weed made, 

Awaits our coming ! " then she gave 
One hand in mine, one arm she threw 
Around my waist, and closely drew 
Me to herself; and pausing then 

One moment, ere the fearful leap, 
Our eyes and lips met once again. 

And from this cliff so high and steep, 

Down where those still bright waters sleep, 
Lightly we dropped into the barque, 

Whose arrowy mast, so small and light, 
Scarce on the wave its shadowy mark, 

By moonlight cast, could catch the sight: 
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Its sail of white — a miniature thing- 
Glanced like a spirit's merry wing, 
In its impatient fluttering. 
And when our anchoring cord was drawn. 
Gently and graceful as the swan 
Leaves her cool harbours 'neath the shore, 
At blushing sunrise to explore 
Her sparkling realms of Uquid green, 
Vast fields of waving grain between, 
Our little barque with sail unfurled, 
Slowly around the dark cliff curled. 
And sought the middle of the stream. 

Whose surface smooth, reflected back 
The twinkling stars and silvery gleam 

Of moonlight in our glittering track. 

There is a heaven-bom sympathy 

In every breast for some loved spot 
Of earth, on which affection's eye 
Hath shed its sweetest tears for aye ; 

Some grove, or wood, or shady grot. 
Where naught but soothing silence is. 
So full of dear remembrances, 
So strongly twined about the heart. 

That e'en to bid adieu to those 
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Who've shared our cares, our joys, our woes, 
Is ne*er so painful as to part 
From turf and tree, from rock and vine. 
Thus hallowed as a sylvan shrine. 
Where, it may be, we've sometimes knelt 
In secret, silent prayer, and felt 
The purest love our hearts contain, 
Pour forth to heaven and God again. 
Oh ! there the holiest sighs are breathed. 

The holiest tears are shed alone, 
That e'er repentant hearts relieved. 

That ever guilty man hath known. 
Thus when the long endearing tie 

That bound me to this lonely shore, 
This speechless rock, these green hills nigh, 

Was severed, oh ! I felt once more— 
Although enchantment held me yet— 
A sad, half rational regret ; 
Altliough anticipation viewed 

A world of pleasures more refined 
Than those of this wild solitude, 

Dimly receding far behind, 
My earlier joys, friends, treasured books, 
Caresses, smiles, and kindly looks — 
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Each bright remembrance came again 
Back to my heart with torturing pain. 
But transient was this homely feeling; 

For now like lightning onward sped 
Our mystic barque, o'er waters stealing, 

By the same viewless spirit led, 
That she had summoned once before. 
To speed us from the orange shore. 

Sweet Staunton ! from thy mountain source 

To Roanoke's boisterous bosom, all 
Along thy fair embowered course. 

Each winding curve, each sun-lit fall. 
Each lengthening strait, each little rill 

That rendered to thy nobler bed 
Its modest quota, and each hill 

Near which your bright meanderings led 
My wandering 4Bteps in days of yore. 
These all, along your flowery shore, 
Had been familiar to mine eyes. 

As e'er the dear remembered shades. 
When glowed the summer's sultry skies, 
To which when e'en a truant child. 

With rustic youths and village maids, 
At noon from school set free, and wild, 
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With romp and laughter, I'd repair, 

To spend the hour of respite there. 

But changed — yea, by the same spell changed, 

That from all objects, once so dear, 
And loved, and cherished, had estranged 

My heart — ^yea, changed and wildly drear 
Was this bold river : more and more 

Wondrous, and wild, and changeful grew 
The scene; along the fleeting shore, 

The dazzled eye caught visions new 
And rare, in many a whirling throng. 
But could not hold or see them long. 
Now deep and dusky is the way. 
On which the moon's declining ray 
Illumes not ; now a glancing lake. 

All silvered with her gentle beams, 
Spreads out before us, in our wake 

A flood of briny meteors streams ; * 
And now again, on either hand. 
Huge trees of golden foliage stand 
High o'er us on the pebbly strand, 
Waving and rustling in the wind ; 
But soon, dim, distant, far behind, 
These disappear, and rocks again, 
Some solid, grim, some rent in twain. 
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And threatening, rear their rugged heads 
Above our flying track; they too 
Have fled like phantoms from the view, 

As onward, onward, onward speeds 

Our mystic barque, a thing of grace 

And beauty, in its pauseless race. 

Hours past away : change after change, 
Each than the last more wondrous strange ; 
Till suddenly the stream became 

So like the river of my dream, 
I thought at first it was the same 

Bright Fairy-land enchanted stream. 

The last light of the moon came stealing, 

With softened radiance, o'er the stream 
Which narrower grew at length, revealing 
Fair groves of fruits and flowers all growing' 
Upon each Bhore, and faintly glowing 

In the moon's pale, departing gleam. 
And there was music — the Nightingale 

Poured forth upon the perfumed air. 
In mellow song, her lovelorn tale, 

To whose sweet minstrelsy each star 
That in the ether heavens glistened. 
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And each fair kiadred flow'ret there. 
Glowed with a smile, as if it listened. 

While to mine ears that dulcet song, 
Through the still air was wafted, she, 
The naiad sovereign of the sea. 
By whose dear side I fondly clung, 
Silent till then, her mild eyes turned 
On mine, and in them softly burned 
The same beguiling love-lit fire. 

That drew me on when first we met 
In Fairy-land: << Hearest thou the lyre 

Of welcome?** thus she spoke; " and yet, 
Those tones," she said, ** are full of sadness, 
Instead of merriment and gladness, 
Their constant wont, when back to these 
Bright groves and fair acacia trees. 
From distant realms I've oft returned : * 
The stars too, hitherto have burned 
With more of love's refulgent light. 
Than blazes in their orbs to-night ! 
Why is it thus ? when all should be 

More eloquent their welcome telling 
This night, this hour, to welcome thee 
To these blest portals of our dwelling!" 
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And as she spoke, with motion slower. 

Our barque approached a shining mountainy 
Whose base spread outward from the shore 

Into the stream : a sparkling fountain 
Gushed from its towering summit jdown 
Its steep side with a pleasant sound ; 
And airy forms were flitting round 
Its loAy source, like cherubs fair. 
Guarding the Spring of Pleasure there. 
Now soon, I rightly thought, must end 

Our journey ; for I well might guess 
Some subterranean passage dread, 
Beneath that massive mountain led, 
Whence I my future days must spend, 

The abode of love and loveliness. 

These vague conjectures scarcely crossed 
My brain, ere through a fissure passed 

Our barque, and I, in darkness lost, 
Upon the world had looked my last. 

But issuing thence again — oh, blest 
Celestial place of peace and rest. 
Oft by my wandering fancy nursed 
In young imaginings ! there burst 
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At once upon my sight a scene 
Of magic splendour, such, I ween. 
As mortal eyes ne'er looked upon. 

E'en through inspired poet's vision. 
Since Eden's first resplendent sun 

With smiles lit up that blest Elysium, 
And Love's bright rival torch was given 
To earth — a second sun — from heaven. 

** Here rest we, youth," the naiad said. 

As anchoring in a crystal pool 
Whose circling flow the threshold staid. 

We paused. Ambrosial breezes cool, 
All through the spacious chamber swept. 

Waking a thousand lyres that hung 

Around the walls, in dreamy song. 
As on the pearly pave we stept. 

<< To taste and beauty, vain pretenders 
The kings of earth ! their costliest splendours. 
Compared with these, are poverty; 
The proudest monarch 'neath the sky. 
Compared with thee — the naiads' king- 
Is but a pelfless, beggared thing! 
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One gem from yonder studded throne 
Would purchase with its worth alone 
More earthly crowns than e'er were worn 

By earth's ignoble royalty- 
More boasted jewels than adorn 

The thrones of all earth's sovereignty. 
These all are thine ! survey with pride 
The dowry of thy fairy bride : 
But richer than this bridal portion. 

The heart I bring with them to thee." 
She said ; and with a graceful motion 

Waved round her hand, that I might see 
At one full gaze, the varied treasure 
Of wealth and beauty without measure. 

Vast was the gorgeous palace ! high 
And concave like the arching sky ; 
The roof a solid mass of gold, 

More pure and chaste, and more refined 
Than that from Venus' mystic mould. 

To forge the chains that lovers bind. 
The circling walls of pearl, embossed 

With coral flowers and figures rare. 
And emerald wreaths, and quivers crossed, 

Emblems of wedded love, were there. 

5* 
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But high above these grouping signs, 

In bright array, suspended swung 
Innumerable diamond shrines 

Of light, like stars from heaven huog, 
Shedding through all the vaulted room 
SoA brilliancy and sweet perfume ; 
For incense fed the flame that burned 
Perpetual in those lamps, and turned 
To odours sweet in its consuming. 
The balmy atmosphere perfuming: 
While breezes mild, on viewless wings. 
With viewless fingers swept the strings 
Of many a l3rre that hung arouhd. 

Filling all space with melody — 
The wealth and poetry of sound. 

The essence of Divinity. 

But chief of all these wonders, more 
Grand and imposing, stood alone. 
Central amidst them all, the throne 
Of pearls and diamonds, built before 
Regal insignia — sceptres, wands. 
Thrones, crowns, and ensigns of command. 
And costly palaces, had birth 
Among the monarchs of the earth. 
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A crimson cushion lined the seat. 
Embroidered drapery, fair and neat, 
Hung loosely round, confined and decked 

With gems of such rich lustrous hue. 
That e'en Golconda never recked 

The like, nor ocean ever knew. 
The steps of alabaster white. 

The jaspered footstool, flowered with gold, 

And sculptured base of octave mould, 
All glowing in the astral light, 
Formed for the gaze a feast of beauty. 
To drink in which 'twere but a duty— 
On which the tasteful eye would fain 
Rest ever, nor from it turn again. 

So filled with rapture, drunk was I, 

Viewing the peerless treasures round, 

I heeded not the mingling sound 
Of dancing feet, and voices nigh, 
Till she whose accents well I knew, 

Attended by a numerous train 
Of bright-eyed maidens, near me drew, 

Holding on high a chaplet plain. 
Of white and purple flowers, and said. 
Placing it gently on my head : 
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«< Hail, sovereign lord of Nouchemal ! 
Thy dream reversed — this crown and all 
My regal dignity I place 
Upon a head 'tis fit to grace. 
Behold, to thee, blest youth, I yield 

The throne, the sceptre, and the power 
Of Nouchemal!" And round me kneeled 

Each lovely subject, each fair flower 
Of that sweet Paradise, and took. 

With smiles, the vows of fealty— 
Not registered on Sacred Book, 

As laws profane the Deity — 
But kissing in the stead, her hand, 

In token of her homage true ; 
Then rising, all the fairy band. 

Save my delighted queen, withdrew 

To an adjoining chamber through 
A broad, and high, and arching door, 

Which closing instantly again. 
Their gliding forms were seen no more : 

But gently rose a vocal strain. 
Swelling in tones of music, like 

An organ's mellow, full notes pealing, 
When blest devotion's fingers strike 

The keys with melody and feeling. 
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Poising my ear to catch the song ^ 

From the veiled chamber softly stealing, 
On every trembling note I hung 
With silent rapture till it ceased ; 

Then kneeling at the feet of her 
Who thus had honoured me, I kissed 

Her drooping hand. ** Nay, I prefer 
Thy kisses should not wasted be 
On lipless hand, or bended knee:" 
She playful said, and bade me rise — 
** *Tis time to seek repose : thine eyes, 
I ween, are weary grown, though bright 

And wakeful yet. Our bridal bed 
Awaits us, and sweet dreams invite 

To rest and sleep :" she blushing said ; 
And through another opening door. 
We passed into a chamber more 
Magnificent, superbly grand 
Than that we left. On either hand. 
Forming a pictured avenue, 
A row of clustering shrubbery grew ; 
A velvet carpet of sea-green 
Covered the narrow aisle between ; 
While in the centre of the room, 
A tree of beauty, full in bloom, 
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Whose every bough and leafy shoot 
Was laden with a crimson fruit, 
Laved its bright branches in a pool 
Of crystal water, deep and cool. 
That in a marble basin played 
Beneath the thick ambrosial shade. 
A hundred lamps like those that graced 
The larger regal hall, were placed 
Around the walls, and softly shed 

Light and perfume on every thing : 
But, oh, the soft and snowy bed ! 

Nor earth-bom prince, nor sultan king, 
A couch like that hath ever pressed, 
E*en his first night of courtly rest. 

*' What thoughts, my Allan, still thy tongue? 
E'er since from thy dull world we sprung 
To these bright realms of love and bliss, 

Thou hast been silent as the ray 
The moon sends down at night to kiss 

The sleeping water, or the fay 
Whose heart first listens to the tale 
Of love in her own rosy vale. 
Is there a boon that I can give 

To cheer thee and to win thy voice ? 
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Or doth thy gentle bosom grieve, 

While gallantry is dumb, the choice 
Of regal power and courtly ease 

In Loye's imperial temple halls. 
To thine own native birds and trees. 

Wild woods, gray rocks and waterfieJls? 
If this be true, 'tis but to speak. 

To be again as free as ever. 
E'en though to yield thee now would break 

And rend my heart to death, and never 
Would smiles again come back to these 
Now smiling eyes, nor joy nor peace 
Visit again my breast, or twine 
Love garlands round this heart of mine. 
But no— I do thee wrong ; and yet, 

Mid mystic beauties such as these, 

When wealth and love conspire to please. 
The cause of silence is regret. 
Say, Allan dear, thy wish — ^wouldst thou 
Forsake and doom thy Pirouz now?" 

«< Pardon, sweet Pirouz, if bereft 
Awhile of language to express 
Fit thanks for all thy tenderness : 
'Tis not that love or speech hath left 
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My heart and tongue ; but speech were vain, 

And e'en love's vrarmest language weak, 
The voiceless words of love to explain, 

The transports of the heart to speak. 
Judge thou how wild and strong the flame 

Enkindled by thy love and beauty 

That led me to forget the duty — 
Due to myself and thee-^to claim, 
When mine was asked and given, thy name. 
A blessing more ! insatiate he 
Who once could all these splendours see, 
And seeing call his own, and crave 
Aught else of wealth or honour, save 
Some gentle heart like thine to share 

His happiness; and impious he, 
Unworthy of the treasure rare. 

Who both possessing, asks of thee 
Aught else besides : nay, maiden, nay — 
The smiles alone that blushing play 
O'er thy sweet face while thou art speaking. 
Like roseate light at sunrise breaking 
In eastern skies, are dearer far 

Than all the vain magnificence 
The earth can boast: the very air 
Thou breathest is love's pure incense ; 



^ 
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And ohy thy presence ! it is bliss, 

To know thee mine, and to adore 
And worship thee^I ask but this, 

Nor shall I ever wish for more." 

<* Then thou art satisfied," she said ; 
And as she spoke her small hand laid 
On mine, while to her face there came 

A look of sadness and alarm : 
** One boon of thee I have to claim, 

And thou to grant: a fear of harm 
To thee, and loss of peace to her 

Thou lovest as thyself, impels 
Me to exact a solemn vow : 
'Tis easy kept; but oh! if thou. 
Mortal and fallible, shouldst err 

And break it, all the charms and spells 
To genii known, could ne'er repair 
The fatal breach. Those branches bear 
Perennial fruit of tempting hue. 

But poisonous as the juice that flows 
From Upas bark, or as the dew 

That falls where the dark Death-weed grows. 

Thou seest, when e'er the bending boughs 

Dip in the waveless pool beneath, 
6 
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How tremulooB the water grows. 

Am if 'twere stirred by Satan's breath. 
I charge thee, by thy loTe for met 
By all that's dear to love and thee. 
Touch not the bane of wedded bliss^ 

Nor pluck one leaf from thai fair tree; 
For in the hour thou doest this. 

The spell of love that now holds thee 

Will break, hot not to set thee free; 
For one of gloom, and melancholy. 

And misery, will bind thee then 
Henceforth ; and for thine idle folly— 

Where e'er thou goest, if back again 
To thy dark world— remorse, regret, 

And sorrow, these, a dismal train. 
Will be thy company ; and yet. 
With falsehood on thy tongue, thon'lt seek 

Some other love, and swear thy heart 
Is pure ; and guileless woman, weak 
And credulous, will thee believe. 
And all thy perjured vows receive 

With flattered ear, and back impart 
The secret of her own true love : 
And this, yea, even this will prove 
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A pang the more, as memory turns 

Back to these shivered shrines where fifst 

A purer love than hers was nursed ; 
And never, while thy life-lamp burns, 
Wilt thou forget the happiness, 

Lost where 'twas found, nor cease to mourn 

The fate of her, who, hapless torn 
Apart from thee, weeps in distress, 
Hopes crushed, hearts withered, joys fled, 
And all life's choicest pleasures dead. 
This is the curse. Again, be wise, 
Nor lose, but hold this Paradise." 



To him whose skies are always clear. 
Serene, and bright, from year to year; 
To him who " lives but to be blest," 

Time hath no measure ; ne'er a thought 
Of its swift flight disturbs his rest — 

He feels not, cares not, deems it naught. 
Thus I, unconscious of the hours. 

And days, and weeks that passed away, 
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Revelling in love's luxurious bowers 
And palace halls from day to day. 
Dreamed not of past or future life. 

Nor gave one care or transient thought, 
One tear, or sigh, or smile to aught. 
Save the delicious Present, rife 
With all the joys that love can give / 
From its full store, or love receive. 
The sylvan haunts — the streams and woods, 

The ivied cliffs on Staunton's shore, 
All, all my sacred solitudes 
Of by-gone days, where I had strayed 
To weave dream garlands that must fade. 
And count my wandering visions o'er, 
Were buried with my earlier cares. 
As things forgot, unloved, for years. 
And Memory treasured them no more. 

Once when Pirovz and I reclined 
Upon our couch in leisured rest — 

My arms around her neck entwined. 

While her fair cheek to mine was prest — 

Her heart, as if some troublous thought 

Had suddenly her fancy caught, 
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Gave forth a whispered sigh so warm 

And full of feeling, that my own 
Gave back an echo of alarm. 

I started, and with look and tone 
Of anxious doubt, in which she spelt 

The deep solicitude I felt. 

Inquiring asked what care had come 

To sadden her young, gentle breast, 
I deemed a stranger to the gloom 

That oflentimes disturbs the rest 
Of mortal maids? She sighed again. 
And answered thus : '' My heart would fain 
Believe that {Measures such as ours 
Must last for ever ; that the powers 
Of Fate, which rule unseen, must will 

Eternal bliss to those who live 
But in the light of love that's given. 
Untainted, from the upper heaven — 
Live but to feel the rapturous thrill 

That love's own pure caresses give 
To hearts like ours : and yet a feeling 

Of fear, the first I ever knew, 
Just now came to my bosom, stealing 

My sweet repose away, and threw 

6» 
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A cloud between my tranquil cnin 
And the light heart it shone upon. 
Darkly presaging evil nigh, 
Or gathering storms in lore's bright sky. 
'Tis daylight now upon the earth. 

And haply, if I roam awhile. 

The recreation may beguile 
The cause that gave my sadness birth. 
Arise with me, and lend thine hand. 

My little skiff to trim and dress 
With flowers that thou hast smiled upon, 
The brightest flowers, on which the sun 
Hath never shone, nor ever fanned. 

Save by love-zephyrs' soft caress. 
These household beauties shall remind 

Me in my lonely wanderings. 
Of thee, my Allan, left behind. 

Till back again on merrier wings 
I come ; and if perchance I stray 
To thine own native shores away. 

Where we first met beneath the moon, 
I'll kiss the spot on which I found thee. 
And wove my spell of love around thee; 

Then well I hope my heart will soon 
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Regain its wonted peace again, 

For oh! if there is balm on earth, 
To soothe desponding hearts of pain, 

'Tis surely where their loves had birth." 

" Why goes my sweet Pirouz alone," 
I asked, " and leaves her spouse to mourn 
Her absence, like the bird that calls 

Back to the groves his wandering mate ? 

Hath not bem'gn and generous Fate 

Linked us together, that thine heart ^ 

And mine should never beat apart? 
Why then, from these love-hallowed halls 
Should'st thou go forth, and leave to pine 
And droop, a heart that's part of thine ?" 

<' It may not be," she said : << the flower 
That droops beneath the drought, revives 

When falls from heaven the genial shower. 
And softer, sweeter perfume gives 

Than e'er before : but flowers would lose 
Their beauty and their fragrance too, 

Were they to drink incessantly 

The rains that fall from summer's sky. 



68 THE FiHRT OF THE STREAK. 

So love, the flower of hearts, ne'er grows 
Fadeless and strong, unless the dew 

That nurtures its first bud and bloom. 
Were sometimes dried ; and if it thirst 

Awhile, and lose, in part, perfume, 
'Twill soon in fairer beauty burst, 

And love its nurturing dews the more, 

And bloom more sweetly than before. 

One kiss at parting, warm and true : 

We'll meet again — till then, adieu !" 

« * » 4^ « * 

How dull would be this world of ours. 
With all its wealth of'fragrant flowers. 
Without the sun, whose generous light 
Gives all its beauty to the sight ! 
How dull, insipid, is the hall. 

Which late hath been the lighted scene 
Of merriment and festival. 

When silence reigns where mirth hath been, 
And here and there, around the room, 

Lie crushed and withered wreaths that speak 
Of blushes spent, and wasted bloom 

From many a lovely maiden's cheek ! 
Who hath not felt — when lingering there, 
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The last of jocund revellers leA, 

Like one of his last joy bereft — 
A sense of hopeless, sad despair; 
As he who watching sees the sun 

Go down behind the waves to rest, 
Or he whose loved and loving one 

Is rudely ravished from his breast ? 
That feeling mine, when she, my sun 
And light e'er since my love begun. 
Had fled my skies, I turned and staid 
My languid form beneath the shade 
The tree of evil omen spread 
Around the pool, and laid my head 
Upon the velvet turf that bound 
Its small and circling margin round. . 

'* Ye splendours of this mystic place. 
Dim, rayless, now ! in vain the eye 
That in each gem and flower could trace 

Your matchless beauty, to descry 
Attraction now, gazes around. 
Ye lyres that fill these halls with sound. 
Harsh, tuneless now ! in vain the ear 
That in each note and tone could hear 
An angel's minstrelsy, lists now : 
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No longer doth your music flow 
So sweetly, tremblingly. Oh! vain 
The effort— changed the theme and strain ! 
Cease ! let me slumber. Cease— refrain- 
Till my PiROuz come back again ! 
Nor dreams disturb my lonely res^— 

Till I awake beneath her eyes !" 
I cried; and sleep stole from my breast 

And heart their griefs, and tears, and mghs. 

But dreams, unwelcome as they were. 

And interdicted, came once more : 
1 thought, that chilled by midnight air, 

And weeping some dark misdeed o'er, 

I lay—an exile — on the shore 
Of a bold rirer far away, 

In some wild country, drear, unknown 
To moonlight or the light of day. 

Heart-broken, friendless, and alone. 
That while I wept and raised mine eyes 
And hands towards the gloomy skies, 
1 saw one little star above. 

That for an instant brightly shone. 

And then flashed out, and so was gone. 
I felt it was the star of love 
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And hope, quenched from my sight for ever, 
Because of my dark guilt and crime. 

And that on me its light could never 
Be shed again in life— the time 

Was past in which it beamed for me, 

When I was Innocent and free. 

That moaning winds began to rise, 
And load the waters with their cries, 
While charged with storms, the firmament, 
In many a place all torn and rent. 
Echoed the thunder's peals of wrath 
Along the lightning's transient path, 
As if the rival gods were set 

In sanguinary warfare there, 

With fiery spears that gleamed afar 
Through heaven, and shivered as they met. 

That soon the shawer came nittling down, 
Flooding the humid earth around. 
Up, up, the deluge swelled and rose, 

Foaming and boiling round me then. 
With frantic and convulsive throes. 

Like some huge demon mad with pain. 



78 TUB FAIRY OF TH£ STREAM. 

At lengthy almost engalfed beneath 

The dreadful element of death. 

Eternity at hand, I heard — 

And deemed that Azrial had spoke 

His hest— distinct in every word : 
** TlUs is the curse! " That sentence broke 
My dream of horrors, and I woke. 

« « « « 4^ « 

I woke, but not beneath the eyes 
Of PiRonz or her golden skies : 
I woke, but not where £ had laid 
Me down beneath the fatal shade, 
Beside the waveless pool : I woke, 

But not to hear the mystic lyres 
That played around, or feel the fires 

Of love that glowed so warm before : 

These all, once mine, were mine no more ! 
The curse had fallen — ^the spell was broke ; 
And I once more upon this rock, 
A doomed and trembling mortal lay. 

Wet with the dews that fell from heaven, 
And clasping in'my criminal hand 
The poisonous fruit of Fairy-land, 
That grew a thousand leagues away- 

The cause that had expelled and driven 
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The doomed one back from whence he came, 

And barred him from a Paradise r 

Of Love and Beauty, that would shame 

The fairest spot beneath the skies. 
The curse was true; but how was wrought. 
By whom, the miracle that brought 
From thence my all unconscious form. 

Conjecture guessed not. Those dread words — 
*« This is the curse! " heard when the storm 

Was warring with electric swords 
And Jove's artillery, I deemed 

Were uttered by the offended Power, 

When I, in an oblivious hour — 
An hour in which I guiltless dreamed — 
Reached forth and touched the evil fruit; 

But, oh ! what guilt, deserving this 
Harsh exile, could that Power impute 
To him whose will was passive, mute — 

This rude expulsion from the bliss, 
For which, by magic duress, I 

Was forced to leave my native air. 
And bid adieu to earth and sky. 

For love and regal honours there ? 

7 
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That fatal night £ left thia ahore 

And cUff, where bleat and curat I'd been, 
Never to reat my eyea again 
On aeenea once viewed with joy— now pain« 
All life worth living apent and o'er. 

My heart no longer freah and green. 
But blaated, withered by the curse, 
Deatined, I felt, thenceforth to nurae 
In miaery, teara and fruitless aigha 

For her, who doubtleaa doomed like me, 
And dark as mine her once bright skies. 

Wept o'er the misery which she 
Had feared, and almoat propheaied 
Would come : but love on love relied 
Too surely, and her guileleaa breaat 
But once that anxious fear confessed, 
Ah ! little deemed I when we parted. 
And she, the soft and tender-hearted. 
On me that smile of sweetness cast, . 
So full of love, 'twould be the laat. 

E'en on my home again to look. 
Or say that solemn word, farewell. 

Ere I that once dear home forsook 

For some lone spot on which to dwell — 
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Some solitary spot beneath 

A. foreign sky, where I could weep 
My ruin over, till my breath 
My tears, and griefs, and pulse, in death. 

Should cease in an eternal sleep— 
I could not bear : an alien grown 

To all the sacred sympathies 
My heart bad once and lately known, 

To all affection's holy ties, 
That bound me to its shades before 
My fatal love, bound me no more. 

'Twere needless I should now prolong 

The story of my wanderings 
In distant climes, strange scenes among. 

But Time, that heals most sorrows, brings 
To all a moUient hand to ease 

The anguish bleeding hearts endure. 
And gives a sad, half-wretched peace 

To those whose wounds it cannot cure. 

A year of votive exile passed. 
And to my breast came back at last — 
Revived but faint — that love which Heaven 
To pure and tranquU hearts hath given, 
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For those familiar spots of earth 

Made sacred by its genial birth ; 

Spots where the steps of childhood strayed. 

Scenes which the eye hath oft surveyed 

Around the homestead—all revered, 

To memory's peaceful thoughts endeared, 

Altars to Love and Friendship reared. 

And I returned : old friendships lived 

Again, to smile their welcome warm. 
Smiles too I had to meet them all; 
But ah ! sad memory would recall 
The scenes of other days revived. 

And smiles to me had lost their charm. 
Though wonders came with every greeting. 

At my departure and return ; 
Though friends, their queries oft repeating, 

My hidden secret sought to learn— ^ 
I spoke, but gave them no reply, 

I smiled to think all efforts vain. 
To win what I had deemed should lie 

Concealed where it hath silent lain . 
Till now, for ever : but thy claim. 

Through love thus constant to the last, 
Hath drawn from me, with tears and shame, 

That mournful history of the past. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Thou know'st, sweet Agnee, how I woo'd 

And won thee when the moon was full, 
In that embowered solitude, 

Where every night the lone Bulbul 
Was wont to trill its mellow note. 

When vernal dews embalmed the air. 
Where woodbine breeze was wont to float 

Aroand us, as if only there, 
The clustering vines and flowers beneath. 
It loved to spend its perfumed breath. 

Thou know'st how oftentimes we strayed 
At evening, when the twilight shade 
Was resting on the slumbering hills, 
And vales, and groves, and purling rills ; 
How we, in those delicious hours, 
Claimed kindred with the gentle flowers. 
And lived but in the tranquil light 
Of love betrothed, so soil and bright. 

7* 
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Thon knowest too, that ne'er before 
To-day, we've strayed to this fiiir shore 
Together; and I ween thou know'st 

The pamful reason that withheld 
He hitherto from Staunton's coast; 

Bat by some strange desire impelled 
At last, to look again on these 
Once treasured haunts of sylvan ease, 
I led thee hence: and it was weU ; 

For here 'twere fitting to recall 
The story of the Naiades spell— 

And knowing this, thon knowest all. 

Behold, to thee, dear Agnes, now, 
Though false before, I've bared my heart ! 

'Tis thine to bless or dooiA — 'tis thine 

To say if still thy heart is mine ? 

If yea, I'm blest, but doomed if thou. 
In justice bid us live apart. 
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THE SEQUEL. 

The sun at eve had kissed the Peaks* 

As hending in bis radiant car ; 
And his last beams in golden streaks, 

Flashed through the western skies afar ; 
While up the eastern hills arose 

The cloudless moon, and one by one 
The stars shone forth at daylight's close, 

To light the world, and beam upon 
Its silent and reposing breast. 
As sentinels o'er its hour of rest* 
The balmy air, the fresh breeze blowing. 

But softly as an angel's breath, 
The rustling leaves, the waters flowing. 

An autumn twilight sky beneath. 
Combined to soothe and tranquillize 

The breast, and lead the heart to prayer- 
Sweet meditation's sacrifice--*- 

While every distant burning star 



90 TBI f AIRT OF THE STRBAM. 

Iiooked down* as if it loTed to see 

DeTOtion*t worship rise aboTe 
To uniTersal Deity, 

The light and altar-blaze of Love. 
Soch was the hour, when side by side, 

Sat on the cliff of Fairy-sptU^ 
Topng Allan and his promised bride 

In silent musings. Who can tell 
On what bright hopes their fancies dwelt. 
What loves, what sympathies they felt ! 
Oh ! at such time the heart is filled 

With pathos pure, and warm, and deep, 
Each wild and swelling pulse is stilled. 

And all unholy passions sleep ; 
Then speech is dumb, and tears of joy, 

Benign and blessed heart-dews fall. 
Such as the seraphim employ 

When back to God the prodigal 
Returns, while paeans resound through heaven. 
O'er humble penitence forgiven. 

The story done, its thesis spent, 
'Twould seem as though its romance lent 
A tinsel to their thoughts, and cast 
A solemn mystery o'er the past, 
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In which reflection saw again-^ 
And loved to look upon them Btill— 
The strange and wondrous scenes that fill 

All Fairy-land ; while many a train 

Of wandering visions, led astray 

The mind in regions far away. 

Through fretted hall and vaulted room, 

Veiling the present as with gloom. 

♦* *Tis strange," he said ; " but some vague fear. 
Some dread of unknown evil near, 
Comes o'er me now, like shadows thrown 
By clouds where late the sun hath shone. 
It cannot be — ah, no ! 'twere death, 

And more than death, to part us now«~ 
It cannot be, that aught beneath 

The starry heavens, or aught below 
The waters of the earth, will blast 
Our hopes of happiness, or cast 
The flowers of love, grown in the heart. 
Away to die, and bid us part. 
And see yon star—our chosen one— > 
Which we have often gazed upon. 
Since that sweet hour of bliss when thou. 
Beneath its beam, received the vow 
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That boand me to thee-— see ! e*ea now 
Its wonted brilliancy is gone. 

As if a kindred dread and fear 
Had quenched its promise-fires that shone 

Upon our loves from its bright sphere." 
And as he spoke, the star was hurled, 

Blood-red and flaming, down the heayeD, 
A stricken and a blasted world, 

To chaos from its orbit driven. 

Oh, then, what do their eyes behold ! 
Why doth the trembling youth enfold 
The frightened maiden in his arms ? 
What is it that their love alarms? 
And why that wild, half uttered cry. 
That speaks the maiden's agony ? 
Down on the stream beside the cliff, 
PiRouz had staid her silent skiff, 
And now looked up, and speaking, said«~ 
While glowed a halo round her head-— 

** Blest is the youth whose first dark sin 
Is pardoned by relenting Fate, 
Recalled from weary exile in. 
To hold again his lost estate. 
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But far more blest is she who brings 

That pardon to her banished love, 
And once again around him flings 

The spell that first affection wove 
From her own heart's mysterious lore, 
To win and bind him on this shore. 
Thou sinn'dst, and thus provoked the hate 

Of Pleiad in a dreaming hour. 
But Jove hath now reversed thy fate, 

And crushed her boasted pride and power — 
Expelled her from the skies, and driven 
Her weeping from her native heaven. 
Come, then, and hie with me away 
To Nou-che-mal again! nay, nay — , ♦ 

Cling not to her of mortal birth, 
Whose love is cold and little worth, 
Compared with that which once hath blessed 

And longs to bless thee once again ! 
Come, come to thine own Pirouz' breast, « 

And find once more the long-lost rest 

That thou didst grieve to lose ! nor pain, 
Nor grief, shall e'er again distress 
Thee more, but perfect happiness 
Henceforth our guiltless loves shall bless !" 



• 
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8he said ; and waved a glittering wand^ 
The mystio ensign of command. 
Which haman will could ne'er resist 

Yoang Allan turned one last fond look 
Upon the fainting maid, and kissed 

Her quivering lips ; then from the rock 
Leaped down upon the fairy skiff, 

Which quickly shot away and left 
That fatal and spell-haunted difi^ 

And her who lay— of sense bereft. 
Her hands across her bosom prest^- 
Upon its gray and sterile breast 



t 
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Years on years have passed away 
Departed from the earth are they 
Who oftentimes have seen at night, 
When the fair moon was full and bright, 
A'maid in snowy garmelits drest, 

With hair^dishevelled, dark and long, 
Standing upon the haunted cliff, 
And gazing on the stream, as if 
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Of some lamented one in quest; 

And heard her wild and fitful song* 
In tones so sad they wept to hear, 

Calling her absent lover home: 
" Come to thine Agnes ! cold and drear 
Is all the world without thee^^come!'' - ' 
This was its burden, nightly given. 

And this the chorus of her strain. 
Poured forth beneath the silent heaven, 

Upon the moon-lit air in vain. 

Departed they who knew her well 
When she was happy, and could tell 
How once, a gay and beauteous flower. 

The loveliest 'neath Virginia's skies, 
She loved a youth whom Satan's power 

Had drawn beneath a Naiad's eyes. 
How he, one eve, from her was torn, 
And o'er the rapid waters borne. 
By that mysterious one who first, 
TVith her strange beauty, charmed and curst 
His heart with impious spells ; and how 
She whom he left behind was now -^ 

A frenzied and a sorrowing thing. 

For ever watching on the shore 

8 ' 
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For the light skiff she hoped would bring 
Hitn whom her eyes might see no more. 

'Twas said that one tempestuoiu night. 

When all the sky was black and lowering, 
Hobed in her livery of white, 

Was seen above the tall cliff towering 
Her form erect, with arms outspread. 

Like some fair spirit of the storm. 
Invoking from the cloods o'erhead 

The threatening shower that soon must come. 
The winds were high, and roand the rock 
Hoge waves of foaming waters broke ; 
The dosky swallow, in despair. 

Oft dipped its pinions in the spray. 
And whirling npward in the air, 

Through the dark gloom swift sped away 
To seek some calmer realm to rest 
Its wearied wings and troubled breast 



'« 



** Thou comest not to me,*' she cried ; 

** Then I with thee beneath the tide. 
Whose whisperings soft to thee invite. 
My Allan dear, will rest to-night ! " 
Those suicidal words — the last 
She ever spoke — were lost beneath 
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The swelling stream, and she had passed 
From misery and life, to death. 

Yes, she was dead ! her miseries o'er — 
She, once the pride of Staunton's shore. 
The fair, the good, the gentle-hearted, 

In whom all love and beauty blended. 
Had from this stormy world departed — 

Her unavailing sorrows ended. 
Her troubled heart for ever stilled, 
The cloud that gloomed her mind dispelled. 
Far down beyond the unhallowed reach 

Of care or pain, beneath the wave 
That kisseth oft her native beach. 

She found a calm and tranquil grave. 
But let us hope her spirit pure 

Commingles with the happy throng 
Around the Eternal Throne above. 
And filled with God's eternal love, 
Joins with her sisters to adore 

Jehovah in eternal song. 



W 
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AU REVOIR. 

Harp of the West! thy task is done! once more 

I yield thee up ; and if perchance again 
I wake thy voice along this lovely shore, 

To happier lays I may invoke thy strain. 
Thy song hath cheered me many a lonely hour, 

And driven from my heart the grosser feeling 
(Thanks to thy soothing and entrancing power !) 

That oftentimes comes darkly o'er it, stealing 
Its life away. Adieu, sweet harp, adieu ! 
Till other themes bid thee thy strains renew. 
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8* 



ALCESTE. 



Spain, for some months preceding the commencement 
of the Moorish wars, was in a state of high political fer- 
mentation, attributable, doubtless, in some degree, to the 
wild and exciting songs of those wandering minstrels, 
who, at that period, overran its borders, discoursing of 
battle, blood and freedom, in strains as sweet as wild. 
Some of the most daring of these sons of Music, pene- 
trated even into the very capital, and sang their numbers 
within sight of the haughty Boabdil's palace, although a 
decree had gone forth, prohibiting, under the penalty of 
severe corporal punishment, their entrance into the city. 

One summer evening, while the king was reclining on 
an ottoman, beneath the cooling influence of a dozen 
large fans, and musing on the probable issue of the coming 
struggle, (to foresee which it required no eye of prophecy, 
for the gay standard of Ferdinand was then planted upon 



n ALCESTE. 

a oeighbouring hill,) the royal guard brought into his pT^ 
•ence, a man whom they charged with violating the TOjt[ 
decree, in striking his harp within ten feet of the Alham- 
bra gates. 

The criminal— >if an attempt to serenade the Eling can 
be tortured into a crime — was apparently about thirty 
years old : his eyes were large, dark, and sparkling ; his 
hair was black, and hung over his broad shoulders in 
waving curls : tall, erect, and handsome, with a heavy 
beard and moustache, and dressed in the style, not of a 
penniless minstrel, but of a preux chevalier. There was 
a grace and majesty about the man, which slightly awed 
the proud but timid Boabdil, as he gazed upon his com- 
manding and haughty figure. 

** Where is the instrument ?" demanded the King, turn- 
ing to the chief officer of the guard. 

" It was taken to your Majesty's treasury," replied 
the man. 

** Order it here this moment. We will judge if he can 
play fitly for a King." 

The minstrel remained silent, until the harp was brought 
and laid at the King's feet, when, stepping forward and 
raising it from the carpet, he said — 

"I crave your Majesty's pardon if I have unwittingly 
offended, by waking the voice of this only friend that 
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Heaven has left me on earth. I have a sad pleasure in 
communing with my harp. It speaks sometimes of 
other days when happiness was mine ; and its faithful 
strings seem to hold a sympathy for me, for its strains 
are most plaintive and melancholy when he who calls 
them forth is sad. I have naught of defence to make, if 
the lenity of a King cannot excuse him who offends 
through ignorance. I humbly await your Majesty's com- 
mands of mercy or condemnation." 

** Really, you speak prettily," said the King ; << and I 
venture you can sing as well. The valour of kings is 
worthy a minstrel's theme. But whatever your subject, 
you have my pardon if you beguile me a couple of hours. 
I dislike sentiment — ^but here comes my wine, and you 
will begin." Then dismissing all his attendants, save 
his secretary and valet, he motioned the minstrel to an 
ottoman near his own; and having placed himself at ease, 
with his cups at his elbow, composed himself to listen. 

The minstrel swept the strings in a wild and mournful 
prelude ; then, as if lost in thought for a moment, while 
his fingers strayed carelessly but gently over the chords, 
closed his eyes and sighed ; but suddenly his whole frame 
became excited, his eyes flashed and sparkled, and in a 
low, rich, clear voice began : 
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PART FIRST. 



In that sweet land of fruits and flowers 

Where every breeze is rich perfume. 

Distilled from out those jasmine bowers 

That no where but in Persia bloom, 
Young Heber dwelt A. mystic guide 

Had lured him from his native sun, 
To seek the fairest eastern bride 

A Peri ever smiled upon. 
In childhood ere one troubled thouc^ht 
Upon his heart its impress wrought. 
He dreamed he saw an angePs face, 

With smiles of heaven's own beauty glowing, 
Inviting to some fairy place, 

Where streams of bliss were always flowing, 
And gentle winds were ever blowing ; 
Where strains of mild, sweet music breathed 
From every flower and tree, and wreathed 
The sinless soul in ecstasy — 
A Paradise beneath the sky. 
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And often afterwards he dreamed 
The same ; and still the vision seemed 
To woo him to some distant shore, 

Where every fragrant floweret blooms, 
And green seas spread their sparkling waters 

To catch the thousand soft perfumes 
That come from mountain, vale, and moor, 
To greet their fairy nymphs and daughters, 
Who sweep the waves with golden tresses. 
And fondly lavish their caresses. 
In gleeful innocence and mirth, 
On the deep seas that gave them birth. 

Like molten lava from its rest 

In Etna's burning arteries bursting. 
Whose feverish pulse has torn his breast, 

For heaven's sweet air and freedom thirsting ; 
Or as the imprisoned bird set free, 

To join its lost mate spreads its wing. 
And swiftly speeds its ether way, 

A sorrowing, wild, bewildered thing. 
E'en so, devotion's kindling flame, 
Whose sparks from Allah's throne first came. 
Fanned by this lovely spirit's breath, 
The altar of his heart beneath. 
Burned warmer, brighter, steadier still. 
Like fires upon the Gheber's hill. 
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Until the hour had fully come 
To claim its idol and its home ; 
Then rushing forth upon the wide. 
Wide world, but not the golden tide 
That leads at once to Fortune's goal. 

The impassioned youth, with love's young hope, 
And hope's sweet promise in his soul. 

And by these champions buoyed up, 
Trod many a fair and flow'ry land. 

Where Beauty shows her loveliest grace, 
And Wealth holds forth her jewelled wand ; 

But no where could remembrance trace 

The image of his idol's face. 

*' Bright spirit of the starry skies ! " 

The weeping, hopeless youth now cries^ 
Reclining 'neath the breezy shade 
Of trees that never die or fade— 
'' Bright spirit of the starry skies ! 

See, see the ruin thou hast wrought : 
Oh ! never shall my longing eyes 

Behold the dear one I have sought ! 
Like budding lotos, ere its time. 

Transplanted but to droop and die, 
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In some ungenial, barren clime. 

Its nurturing source of moisture dry— 
I've come, by thine allurements led, 

From native country, friends and home. 
To this far isle to lay ray head, 

Heart-broken, in a stranger's tomb. 
But, oh ! if e'er my promised bride 

Perchance come hither — this I crave — 
Be thou, kind spirit, be her guide, 

And point her to her lover's grave. 
Tell her that Hbbbr braved the storm 

And tempest wUd, for her dear sake*— 
Her image in his breast the charm 
That sheltered him from every harm, 
And kept his heart and courage warm. 

When dangers followed in his wake. 
Oh, tell her, that when all was lost 

Of hope and strength — all, all, save love 
For her dear image, (which has cost 

Me peace and life — ) e'en then I strove 
Against despair, yet once again. 
To find my bride, but strove in vain." 



Then ceasing his lament, he slept. 

His closing eyes bedewed with tears, 
9 



96 ALCK8TK. 

While softly through his slambera ciept 

The vision of his former yean : 
Fair palaces before him rose. 

And lofty minarets and towers, 
And in the mellow sanbeams glows 
An emerald lake in calm repose. 

Dreaming away the golden hoars. 
But list ! the yesper notes are streaming 

In solemn cadence on the air. 
From many a burnished crosslet gleaming. 

Calling the penitent to prayer. 
Now bowing 'neath the Virgin's shrine. 

With humbled hearts and tearful eyes, 
A multitude their voices join, 

To raise their offerings to the skies. 
And incense fills each spacious room. 
From nave and aisle to vaulted dome. 
Oh, what now thrills his bosom so ! 
Alone, and more distinct in view, 
The pale and quivering light reveals 
Sis idol as in prayer she kneds. 
'Twas but an instant — then a flood 

Of darkness rushed upon the scene. 
And naught of all its grandeur stood 

Where e'en that moment it had been. 
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He woke, and round him wildly gazed. 

Then closed his aching eyes again. 
As if the light that faintly hlazed 

Athwart the red sky gave them pain ; 
He pressed his hand upon his brow, 

Damp with the cooling sunset dews, 
And on the strange and dazzling show. 

So bright and transient, tried to muse : 
** Oh! is it thus that hope comes back, 
To gild the blighted, sterile track. 
Stamped by despair upon the heart? 

Or is this mystic omen given 
As a last proof that 'tis my lot 

To gain the gift bequeathed by Heaven ? 
Yes, yes, 'tis true I and I must haste 

To claim the boon I fancied lost : 
The blessed goal is found at las^— 

To reach it now, whate'er it cost 

Of ills or dangers, be my boast I" 
He cried, and springing quickly up. 

Like antlered roebuck from his bed. 
Who hears the hunter's clamorous whoop. 
Loud urging on the stag-hound troop, 

Tosses on high his scornful head. 
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And nimbly speeds o*er hUl and plain 

To join his love in distant glen — 

His heart, and face, and footsteps turned 

Towards the City of the sea^ 
Where love*s resplendent beacon burned. 
To lead him on his gladsome way. 
To guide him to his destiny. 
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PART SECOND. 

The sun, who like a fiery horse, 
Had run his daily trackless course 
Through sweet Italians glowing skies, 
Now lingered in his amber car 

Above the western horizon, 
As if he loathed to leave the fair, 

Bright land he late had shone upon. 
And there were some, whose youthful eyes 
Had seen him e'en that morning rise 
To light love to his templed fane. 
But ne*er should see him rise again ; 
And some whose joy he rose to greet. 
But on whose joy he ne'er might set. 

It was the solemn hour of prayer 

In Venice. Round each altar stood 

The bended suppliants to share 

The Virgin's blessing, smile, and care«- 

The rich and poor, the vile, and good-— 

9* 
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All mingling in the ritaal throng, 
All joining in the fonnal song. 

The daylight fading, one by one. 

The wonhippen their temple left, ' 
Till all save one young maid had gone, 

And she, like one of hope bereft, 
Silent and sad, still lingered there 
In the sweet attitude of prayer. 
And oh! if heaven's high King e'er hears 

The breathing hopes of one who errs 
In faith on earth, whose prayers and tears 

Are truthful. He accepted hers.'* 
Soon, soon her quick ear caught the sound 

Of gondolier's dipping oar, 
And rising, timidly looked round, 

But all was silent as before: 
Then kneeling once again, she prajred— 
That sorrowing, fair, devoted maid: 
** O Father I hear thy daughter's cry, 

And shield her from the coming storm ! 
Dark clouds are gathering: why, oh! why 
Should I, of all beneath the sky. 

Be cursed by so unjust a doom ! 
I cannot, cannot yield my heart 
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To him who waits but for the morrow 

To wed me to the blackest sorrow 
That ever cursed a mortal's lot. 
For years, what peaceful, blessed dreams* 

Have to my sleeping hours been given I 
And if what young affection deems 

A mystic prophecy from heaven, 
Be the bright omen of my fate, 

Then I shall yet be safe ; but oh, 

If those sweet dreams are signs of wo. 
And gloom, and misery, soon or late 
To come— I now would rather give 
My spirit up to Thee, than live 
When all worth living for is lostr— 
When hope is crushed, and love is crost. 
O Father ! — " then her voice ceased, 

And softly kneeling by her side 
A trembling youth the altar kissed, 

And to his bosom, (while he cried 
^ ^t laat^ at last I ") he pressed his bride. 

'* Speak, speak, dear maid ; nor wrongly deem 
That love so deep, so strong as mine, 
Even beneath this holy shrine, 
Can be controlled* The mountain stream 
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Is sooner from its true course turned 
B7 winds that ripple not its crest. 

Than love like that which long has bnmed 
So warm and wildly in my breast, 

Be from its purpose rudely driven : 

It speaks the language learned in heaven.'' 

But love to love no answer gave, 

Nor sign of life or hearing, save 

A sigh that from her fhll heart broke. 

More eloquent than words e'er spoke. 

The happiness, whose sunlight gleams 
Had on her heart so strangely burst ; 

The promise of her earlier dreams, 
Whose image she had fondly nursed, 

Till darkness gloomed her summer sky. 

And hope forsaken, longed to die, 

Had in the last safe hour come ; 
The bliss of that long hoped for meeting— 
The more than bliss of love's own greeting- 

The safety from her threatened doom— > 

O'ercame her in her wild distress, 

And she had fainted from excess. 

*'0h, long beloved, expected stranger!" 
At length she faintly murmuring said — 
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*' In this sweet hour of love and danger— 

For dangers, threatening, dire and dread, 

E'en now hang darkling o'er my head 
In angry mood — in this sweet hour 
I feel, I feel that Fate's high power 

Has linked thy destiny with mine. 
Prophetic dreams to me haye given 
The hope — how true 'tis proved — that heaven 

Had wedded my young heart to thine. 
Yes, I have seen thy face and form 

Hovering around me when asleep, 
And heard thine accents, so A and warm. 

Telling thy love, so strong and deep, 
In truthful passion's pleasing strain. 
And waked to weep and dream again. 
But we must fly : another day 
Or hour, unless far, far away, 
ALcpsTB, thine own devoted bride. 
May yet be ravished from thy side." 
•• Never, no, never, while this arm 

Has strength to wield my faithful sword. 
Shall we be severed ; nor shall harm 

Come near thee love, while life afford 
Me strength to strike, or in my veins 
One crimson drop of blood remains ! " 



106 ALCE9TE. 

The youth exclaimed. ** Little you know, 
The maid replied, ** what hapless wo 
Is hrooding in my father's halls. 

To-morrow's sun will shed his light 
On Mono's high and gilded walls, 

And hearts as free, and smiles as bright 

As moonbeams in the sky to-night, 
Will gather in their snowy dresses. 

To honour Alcests's bridal day. 
With oflcrings in their flowing tresses — 

The loveliest, richest flowers of May, — 
To strew around this altar then ; 
But vain will be the pageant, when 
The victim of their haughty pride, 
Shall be far off, another's bride." 

*' Yes, yes, this hour, to give thee peace. 

To some mild, blooming clime we'll fly. 
As fair, and sweet, and mild as this. 

And there together live, love, die. 
My boat is near, the moon is bright. 

And still the waves, and fair the wind ; 
And ere the morning's roseate light 
Break o'er the sombre brow of night. 

We'll leave this city far behind. 
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Back to my Persian home together, 

We'll turn to-night so blithe and lightly ; 
The stars that burn in liquid ether. 

Shall bum to-night more clear and brightly, 
As dips my oar the sparkling sea, 
And speeds our lightsome bark away.*' 
He gaily said ; and on her brow. 

Impassioned pressed the votive seal. 
Whose import only lovers know, 

Whose sacred force they only feel ; 
Then led her gently forth, and soon, 

Securely o'er the waters gliding. 
Beneath the chaste approving moon. 

Along her jewelled pathway riding, 
Alceste and Heber, side by side. 
Stole swiftly o'er the Adrian tide. 
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PART THIRD- 

'Mid sylvan grovesy whose trembling shade 
In playful dalliance trailed the ground^- 
With myrtle bowers encircled round— 

A spot for whispering lovers made-« 

A white-walled cottage, dimly seen 

Through waving tree tops' leafy green* 

Whilome in peaceful beauty stood. 

Oh ! 'twas a place fit for the good 

And sinless of our race to rest, 
In that strange intermediate state, 

Which after death awaits the blest, 
Ere led through heaven's eternal gate. 

At morn, and noon, and twilight kneeling. 
With hearts uplifted to the skies 
In humble, grateful sacrifice. 
As fervent, thankful, and sincere, 
As e'er distilled the crystal tear 

From Innocence' sweet fount of feeling. 
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The brave and fair, in blessed anion, 

With hearen's high Monareh held communion. 

Nor rose nor myrtle, when it dies 

Beneath the sun when radely torn, 
E'er half so rich incense exhales 
Upon the erening's sighing gales. 

As from that altar upward borne, 
To meet acceptance in the skies, 
Did then so gently, sweedy rise, . 

In prayer's half-uttered, faltering tone. 

When from behind the plane-tree isles 

The bright sun rose to shed his smiles 

Of beauty on that sylvan scene, 

So lovely in its dewy sheen; 

And clear and full the matin hymn 
Was warbled on the fragrant breeze 
From copse, and hedge, and lofty trees. 

And eyes of light and joy— once dim 

With sorrow's tears—in gladness swimming. 
And birds of golden plumage skimming 

Like blazing meteors through the air. 

To meet the Day-god's flashing car— 

Then, then a Paradise it seemed, 
10 
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Primeval in its glorioas state, 
Where Light, Creation's Mind, first beamed, 
And man first loved, and woman deemed 

That naught of evil, soon or late. 
Could e'er that peaceful spot invade. 
For hearts so pure and guiltless made. 

'Tis evening; and the summer rack 

That rises from the western ocean, 
In rolling masses, heavy, black. 

Portends a storm's fierce, wild commotion. 
Wider and wider up the sky 
It spreads^-athwart its heaving breast. 
And round and round its awful crest. 
Electric streams convulsive quiver. 
And in their fury aim to shiver 
The darkling mass of mist and cloud, 
And thunders, bursting from the shroud, 
In deep and deafening tones proclaim 
Their '*high behest, and flood and flame. 
Together on their battle plain. 

In alKtheir might and power contend, 
And fire, and wind, and heated rain. 
In one dread scene of madness blend. 
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l3ut ere the cloud's first tear drop fell, 

Dismounting from his panting steed 
Whose dripping side attested well 

The rider had not spared his speed, 
A stranger at the cottage gate 

Prayed shelter from the coming rain : 
** I'm faint," he said, " the hour is late, 

And Heaven will bless thee, wilt thou deign 

To take a journeying stranger in." 
** Welcome, O man of God!'.' replied 
The pious dwellers ; «* by thy dress 
And rosary, thou art nothing less 
Than some good priest: enter and pray. 
Till this wild storm has passed away." 
*» Truly ye speak, my children: I, 
An exiled priest, was forced to fly 
The vengeance of an erring Prince, 

Whom heresy has taught to curse 

The blessed faith, and worse, far worse. 
The sacred cross contemn ; and since 
The throne, in a dark, evil hour, 

By usurpation gained, has given 
That sacrilegious man the power 

To scourge the messengers of Heaven, 

He with a daring hand has driven' 
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Them into banishmeDt, on pmin 

Of tortare* death, if e*er again 

They breathe the air or tread the sod 

Of Thessaly. The martyr's blood. 

Know je, once dyed that cursed knd : 

And now, where once in glory stood 

The church's gorgeous temples, stand 

The pagan fanes and idol cars. 

Fruits of those fearful murderous wars. 

That sealed with sword, and lance, and spear, 

High Allah's dread anathema 

Upon the victor's sin-stained brow ; 

And soon or kte the avenging blow 

Will fall on those who soom to fear 

The wrath which e'en now hovers near." 

*^ Methinks," said Hebbr to his guest, 
'* Your native country, once so blest 
Of Allah, soon must rise again: 
The blood of saints and mart3nr8 slain 
By impious hands, will surely speak 
For vengeance and redress ; and weak 
Will be the arm that dares resist 
The power that holds the cross, I wist; 
And him, who on the tented field 
Strikes for the church, that power will shield/ 
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" Amen ! and quickly come the day 
Of victory, and peace, and rest— 
Of rights secured and wrongs redressed/ 
The priest replied : " But see, the sky 
Is clear again, the moon is high : 
I leave thee now, yet ere I go, 

I fain would speak to thee alone, 
"With thy fair lady's pleasure. Know," 

(He spoke in a half- whispered tone,) 
«< Know, stranger, that a solemn vow 

Has led me hither in disguise. 
The hour of retribution now 

Is come — the vow is kept — as dies 
The traitor ^neath the vengeful stroke^ 

So diest thou beneath the hand 
Of injured honour V* As he spoke 

His sword leaped forth. *' Stay ! I demand 
The cause of thy mad action "—cried 
The astonished Heber. ** Draw," replied 
The furious man ; and quick as thought. 
The challenge from its scabbard brought 
The glittering blade. Ah ! hapless man ! 

Little his dangerous foe he knew : 

Nay — scarce the fearful strife began. 

Ere Hbber's weapon pierced him through ; 

10* 
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And falling with a heary sound, 

Convulsed and dying, tried to speak, 
But his low, hollow words were drowned 

And lost helow a frantic shriek— 
And Alcest£ by her husband stood 
In speechless horror. " Woman, see,** 
Muttered the prostrate mau, " in me 
Thy first betrothed !^^ then tore the mask 
Of priesthodd from his fiace: ^ The task 
Of vengeance is not yet complete — " 
And springing quickly to his feet— 
•* This broken blade shall drink thy blood !" 
Then, then, the fearful stroke was given. 
And through her guiltless heart was driven 
The fatal steel. So suddenly 
The deed was done, that Heber stood 
Mute and motionless, nor could 
He stay the blow. «* Now I can die," 
The murderer said : " but thou shalt lie 
In death, false woman, by my side. 
The victim of my wrath — the bride 
Of blood." And then the last faint sounds 

Of life, heard from their bleeding wounds. 
Were hushed for ever. One hot kiss 
The stricken husband pressed upon 
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His lifeless Aloeste's rigid face : 
«* Oh, misery ! gone, for ever gone, 
All that on earth my heart holds dear ! 

My heart — ah, yes — 'tis breaking now— 
The blessed hour is near, is near^ 

My pulse is buttering, faint and low— 
And we shall soon be wed again 

In Paradise ; and never, never 
Shall enter there nor death nor pain, 
Nor aught have power, the golden chain 

That makes us one in heart, to sever/' 
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CONCLUSION. 

But grief, however wild and strong. 

Is seldom fatal. Sore and long 

He moomed his loss — at mom and eve. 
With wreaths of wild flowers strewed her tomb, 

And tears of baming sorrow shed 

Each day upon her turf-green bed. 

And oh ! if rites like these could give 
Back to the sterile heart its bloom. 

Or raise the dead to life again, 

His pious rites had not been vain. 

But time assuaged this pungent grief- 
Grief Heaven approved— -for one so fair. 

So pure, so good, and gave relief. 

The grave for such is but the door 
To heaven's eternal halls-^and there. 

An angel, lovelier than before 
Her melancholy exit — there 
His Alobstb breathed the vital air, 
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Sweeter than that from Eden*s bowers, 
Of fadeless, fair, perennial flowers. 

* m m *^ m 

No longer on that cottage green 

The life of other days is seen ; 

No longer from its altars rise 

The incense ofierings to the skies ; 

No longer the low voice of prayer, 

Is heard beneath the green trees there : 

Where once in all their beauty grew 
The lotos, vine, and nurtured flowers, 

Wild weeds now drink the evening dew : 
The warm sunlight, the summer showers. 
The sparkling lake, the myrtle bowers. 

Are still the same ; but all beside. 

Of life and beauty there, have died. 



Her harp ! oh, how remembrance brings 
Back the pure joys of happier days. 

When from thy burnished frame and strings, 
I listened to thy magic lays ! 

But she who waked thy sweet chords then, 

In love*s own deep pathetic strain. 
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Now strikes the golden lyres of heaven ; 
And oh, how sofUy on my slumbers 
Fall those inspired, flowing numbers ! 

Dear, treasured harp ! to thee 'tis given 
Henceforth to soothe me by thy strains. 

On mountain heights — ^by flowing streams^- 
In woodland dells— o'er blooming plains^- 

Where nightly sleep the moon's sweet beams* 
I roam ; and thus, where'er I go. 
Pour on the breeze my tale of wo. 



** And you call this poetry— and moreover presume to 
oflend the ears of Boabdil El Chico with such balder- 
dash I Why, my valet here can compose better rhymes, 
and mayhap sing them too. Out upon thee !" cried the 
ungenerous monarch. Then calling to the guard — *' Take 
him to prison, that his head as well as his harp may be 
confiscated." 

And as the officers advanced to lay hands upon him, 

he waved them off with a gesture of command; and 

gazing full upon the astounded King, said in a firm and 
serious voice — 
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'< Your magnanimity and mercy are unfit for the throne 
of Spain, One whose will is to deprive you of this throne, 
and whose power to do which you will not long dispute, 
will show more : and the only punishment he will permit 
himself to inflict upon your boldness and cruelty, is, that 
you deliver now to Ferdinand of Spain, who stands be- 
fore you, the keys of the Alhambra. 'Tis useless to re- 
fuse. My soldiers are at this moment scaling the waUs. 
Efficient preparations for this hour have been made, even 
while you deemed your security certain. What say 
you?" 

A loud crash, as of falling stones and timbers, and the 
clattering sounds of the footsteps of men, and prancing of 
heavy steeds, accompanied by the clashing of armour and 
the shouts of soldiery in the paved court below, extorted 
the humiliating answer from him whose last day of regal 
power was over. Boabdil was king of Spain no longer; 
and in his downfall, perished for ever from the earth, the 
last monarchical honour of the Moorish race. 



iq'ote. — ^The Mahometan name of the Deity is used in the 
poem instead of any other, for the sake of metre. I hope 
this may not be considered inconsistent with poetic license. 

The Author. 
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Whilome in that wild province of the West, 
Where Alleghany rears his misty crest, 
Like some proud monarch of imperial brow, 
Lord of the illimitable vales below ; 
Where giant oaks abroad their branches threw, 
And flowering vines and shrubs luxuriant grew ; 
And round the moss-green rocks, in darkling shade, 
Clear purling brooks their devious windings made-— 
Deep in the shadow of the pristine wood 
Ki-tum-te-wa's rude, lonely dwelling stood. 
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Adrenturous Britain, with her reckless host, 
Had not invaded then Hesperia's coast. 
Nor e*en Columhus in his visions seen 
Her mountains, rivers, glens, and forests green. 
Her vast and trackless prairies, lakes and streams. 
The latent wealth with which her bosom teems, 
Were then her own : no arbitrary claim 
Of eastern patriots—patriots but in name- 
Was levied on her stores. Her native brood, 
The wild and roving Indians of the wood, 
The rightful heirs to all her rich domains. 
Her templed hills, her caves and granite fanes. 

Te venerable rocks of rugged forms. 
Unscathed by tempests, heedless of the storms, 
In all your peerless grandeur ye have stood 
Since Time began, the monarchs of the wood': 
A million suns have circled round the skies 
Since the creating fiat bade you rise. 
How oflen, ere the desolating brands 
Of civil discord, plied by factious hands. 
Were stamped with burning impress on the breast 
Of your fair mother — Island of the West, 
Have the wild whoops of the exciting chase 
Rolled up your sides, and echoed from your base ; 
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While the proud stag, from sounds so dire and dread, 
Up to your peaks in fancied safety sped ! 

And ye bright streams which round the mountains flow, 
And mingle with the deeper streams below. 
As pure and sparkling as in days gone by, 
Ere blood had stained you with its crimson dye. 
How oft the panting deer has slaked his thirst 
Beneath the cliffs whence into Hfe ye burst! 
Far down beneath the clustering shade so cool, 
Where your sweet waters form a mirrorM pool, 
The Indian maid, at noontide's glowing hour, 
Each day tript gaily with her favourite flower, 
To view her faultless, boasted image there. 
And twine the floweret in her flowing hair : 
Pleased with her charms, Diana's sister stood, 
A fair and beauteous goddess of the wood ! 

At blush of morn the chant rose high and wild— - 
Ki-TUM-TE-WA, the Spirit's favourite child! 
Our Prophet-chief, commissioned from the skies 
To rule and bless ! the first young roe that dies 
To-day beneath these arrows, it shall smoke. 
An oflering, round our Prophet's sacred oak."(l) 
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tif was the tribute superstition psid. 
And at the feet of frantic ignorance laid ; 
Bat he to whom these blinded votaries knelt, 
Had felt at times, or strangely deemed he Mi, 
Prophetic inspiration in him glow ; 
And when he tamed his broad and darkling brow. 
While brightly flashed his qnick and brilltant ejes, 
In wild, nnearthly raptare to the dues, 
His savage clan of more than Spartan blood, 
In silence bowed them, as before a God. 

The night was clear, and mountain, glen and streams, 

Slept in the full moon's soA and dewy beams ; 

The eaglet's cries were hashed, and all was still. 

Save the low murmurs of the dreaming rill. 

Ki-TUM-T£-WA, beneath his Holy Tree, 

Sat mute and still in mystic reverie* 

One moment— and he fixed his steadfast eyes 

High on the mountain, towering to the skies. 

One long and quavering blast, a braaen tmie, 

Was o'er the beetling crags in echo borne ; 

And glancing in the moonlight, high and fair, 

A crimson banner fluttered through the air. 

Held by a Phantom horseman o'er his head. 

As up the sterile peaks he swiftly sped. 
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Like some huge meteor on a fiery steed : 

Bat those dark eyes that looked and saw, eouU read 

In those strange characters, but dimly seen 

On that dread flashing banner, well I ween. 

An awful mystery, and in them trace 

Some dark and dismal omen of his race. 

A sudden tremor shook the Prophet's frame, 
A chilling sadness o'er his spirit came— 
A dark foreboding, like a troubled dream 
Of evil portent, which he could but deem 
The prelude to some fearful, bloody strife. 
With scenes of warfare, battle, murder, rife : 
And then, as if the Spirit o'er him broke. 
In rapturous inspiration thus he spoke : 

Great Spirit of the mighty mind, 

The Father of our tribe and race. 
The Ruler of the sun and wind. 

The Leader of the chase : 
Oh ! list thee to thy Prophet's cries, 
And bend thee from the glowing skies, 

And with thy glorious hand 
Shield thine own children from the doom 
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Which o*er them hangs in threatening gloom, 

And shield oar beantifbl land« 
Which thoa to ns hast kindly giTen ! 
Oh ! shall we from our own be driren 

By murder, blood, and fire. 
And o'er oor much loved hunting grooiid 
The notes of wo and battle soond? 

Forbid, forbid. Great Spirit Sire ! 
I feel, from what I've seen U>*night, 
(Oh ! 'twas a wild and fearful sight,) 
I feel, I feel that some dark fate 
Oar tribe, our lands, our all await 
Spirit, to thee, to thee, alone. 
The mystery of this omen's known : 
To thee, to thee alone we bow ! 

Whate'er for good or ill shall be 
The future, only thou dost know ; 
Whate'er for good or ill betide 
Us, we the advent will abid^— 

We bend us to thy wise decree. 



Another moon : around the council fire 

The chiefs wore gathered — in their midst the sire 
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And Prophet of the tribe, Ki-Tutt-tis-WA, 
Whose words were oracles, whose nod Wart laW. 
Silent and still they sat with bended head, 
For erst at meeting their quick eyes had read 
A darksome mystery on the Prophet's brow, 
Of unknown import, which they feared to knew. 
At length Ki-ttjm-te-wa the silence broke, 
And thus, in deep, sepulchral accents spoke : 

Chieflains and warriors, strong and brave: 

Would ye a tale of horror hear. 
Foreshadowing a nation's grave? 

Then list — ^it claims a warrior's ear. 
One moon agone, beneath the tree, 

I sat at midnight's holy hour— 
An hour when Thought, unbound and free. 

With more than finite mortal power. 
High through the distant portals soars, 
And heaven's eternal plains explores. 
Bright and resplendent was the scene 
Of mountain, stream, and vale, I ween ; 
And while I mused, through all my frame 
A sickening fear of evil came : 
My spirit bled«-my heart was torn ; 

I felt as if some demon sprite. 
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From the infernal world, had pressed 
His^^buming hand upon my breast. 
Then to my listening ears were borne. 

Through the still air and silent night. 
The thundering sounds of prairie steed. 
In reckless, wild, resistless speed ; 
While through the forest, loud and shrill. 
O'er glen and glade, o*er mount and hill, 
Rang out a mournful echoing blast 
Up to yon peaks I quickly cast 
My eager eyes, and as I gazed, 
A starry banner upward blazed, 
Borne by a mounted warrior high. 
In bold outlines against the sky. 
One moment seen, and then *twas gone ; 

But in that transient glance, methought 
The downfall of our race was shown 

In characters supernal wrought. 



The Prophet paused: each stalwart warrior bowed; 
Then from their midst arose a cry so loud, 
It seemed to rend the earth, then one low groan— 
A lightning flash— they looked, but he was gone ! 



I 
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With wampum belt around his shoulders bound, 
Ki-TUM-TE-WA stood ou enchanted ground— 
The summit of Hhe mount, where first with awe. 
And fear, and dread, the Phantom Steed he saw. 
Thither by some resistless power impelled, 
And on the spectre's road resistless held 
By unseen, unfelt hands, whose touches froze 
His very blood, as from his heart it rose. 

Hark ! hark ! He comes ! He comes again at last— 

The Phantom Horseman, furious and fast : 

See, see the crimson banner, broad and high. 

In dusky flauntings waving to the sky ! 

On, on, with thundering tramp the horseman flies, 

And nearer, now, the Prophet he espies. 

Quick to his lips a brazen trumpet flings. 

And far and wide through moonlit silence rings 

That deafening note ; and when its echoes died, 

As die the murmurs of the fleeting tide 

On distant shores, the astonished Prophet found 

Himself behind the spectre firmly bound. 

On, on, like lightning in its headstrong race, 
Or rushing whirlwinds in their stormy chase. 
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From rock to rock, o*er chaimy crag and steep, 
Unchecked, unpansing, fearlessly they leap: 
The mountain shakes beneath themr— amoke and fin 
Stream from their charger's iron hoofs of ire. 

On, on! the moonlight waxes faint and*dim, 
As onward still the beetling crags they skim 
With speed increased :^*the landscape sgid the sky, 
Fade, disappear before the Prophet's eye — 

A Prophet now no more ! A sudden shock — 
That fatal leap had rent the Mammoth rock,(2) 
And down the gaping wound they 8ank-?-« blast, 
A requiem note, the Horseman blew^r-Aw htst. 



Te doubting mortals of the present day. 

Who heedless read mine unpretending lay, 

If ye deny this simple t^le as true, 

Go to the " Prophet's Grave "(3) yourselves, and vie^ 

The << Cloven Rook,"(4) and hear tradition teU 

How the first Prophet of Viiginia fell — 

Where he reposes in his dreamless rest, 

A fitting tomb, deep in the mountain's breast. 



NOTES. 



The fag end of a tradition^ almost worn into oblivioni is 
the onlj warrant for the foregoing story. But tradition is 
worthy of the same credence as history at this day, and is 
equally true. History is but a recorded tradition; and I 
hold that this story, when printed — Shaving all the attributes 
of history — ^will be history itself, all doubts to the contrary 
notwithstanding. 

NOTE I. 

Tlie first young roe that dies 
To'day beneath these arrows^ it shall smoke^ 
An offering round our PropheVs sacred oak. 

It was doubtless the custom of the followers of the Pro- 
phet, before Smith's time, to make a daily offering or pre* 
sent of a young roe, which was sacrificed on some conse- 
crated spot near the Prophet's habitation. The fieunous 
Oak — ^the largest in Virginia— the scene of these oblations, 

and under which Ki*tvm-te-wa sat at certain hours of the 
12 
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ni^^ (prob&bly to catch ioBpiration) is still standing near 
tiM base of the Alleghany, some eighty or ninety miles from 
the Carolina line. Tho$e who have seen ii^ say it is fifty 
feet in circumference at the ground — more or less. 

NOTES U., Ul.f TV. 

The *< Gloven Bock," or " Prophet's Grave," is a stnpea- 
dous mass of granite, supposed by some ignorant and saper- 
■titioas persons to have been torn asunder by an earthquake, 
or some such natural convulsion. Such an idle chimeia 
ought to be frowned down, as the most unnatural and im- 
piobable thing in the world. It was called the '^ MBumnotk 
Book** before rent in twain — ^by whom I cannot say— most 
piobably by those persons who were the cotemporaries snd 
oompaoions of those huge monsters. 



TWIUGHT HOURS. 

NO. I. 

STANZAS. 

To the memory of Her — the pure and beautifiil — on 
whom, in the brightest hoar of her spring morning of life, 
the hand of Death fell, but fell as gently and sofdy as the 
dews of a summer's evening on the sleeping flowers. 

I breathe thy name 
At twilight's sweet and balmy hour. 

When winds are still, and flowers are sleeping. 

And dews, like tears of angels weeping. 
Fall softly on each shrub and flower. 

Ah, who can tell 

The mystic spell 
Which round and round the heart that grieves 

The loss of love it once possessed, 

And deemed its lot so happy, blest, 
The magic hand of Memory weaves ! 
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I breathe thy namk 
When from the rosy eastern skies 

Mom's flood of light comes slowly streamiogi 

And towers and minarets are gleaming 
With PhoBbus' earliest golden dyes ; 

And vale and itiountv 

And sparkling fount. 
Awake to light and life again ; 

And joyfully the trees among 

A thousand birds triU out their song 
In music's clear melodious strain. 

I breathe thy kamb 
At noon beneath the sylvan shade, 

When gentle winds, like waters flowing, 

Are free and cool-«when heaven is glowing 
With purple light, and glen and glade 

Invite to dreams : 

Then, then it seems 
Thine angel spirit is hovering near 

Upon its flaming lambent wings ; 

And oh, the dream of bliss that brings 
Thy smiles to me, how sweet, how dear! 

I'll breathe thy name 
When war's alarums— •martial notes — 
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To fields of blood and battle calling, 
Shall sound in brazen tones, appalling. 

From Freedom's banner as it floats 
On hill and plain, 
And billowy main : 

Oh ! 'tis the talisman I'll wear, 

To banish fear and warm the heart. 
To nerve my arm and guide the dart, 

And shield me from the fatal spear. 

I'll breathe thy name 
When the dark messenger of Fate 

That bore thee hence so young and loving, 

Shall round my couch be waiting, hov'ring. 
To bear me through the eternal gate : 

The monster Death, 

With fatal breath, 
Will lose his terrors in that hour; 

And sweet will be the dying then. 

Of him so soon to meet again 
His spirit-love — his Eden flower. 

Thy NAM£, thy name ! 

How potent, yet how soothing is. 

The spell which round my heart it twines ! 

12* 
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The magic of Theisalian mines 
Is ne'er so strong, so sweet as this ! 

The sweetest strains 

From Thessal*s fanes 
Ne'er fail with such enchanting power 

On ears within those gilded hallsy 

As that dear magic namk that falls 
In echo back from Eden's bower.* 



* " I called upon her name, and echo fell. 
Faintly, but sweetly as a music bell 
From Paradise." Iia^$ Hero, 
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NO. 11. 

LES SCEURS NOIRES. 

Behold that sable train ! 
With slow and reverent steps they sweep along : 
Listen, oh ! listen to their prayerful song— 

A trembling, touching strain. 

Beauty and youth are there- 
Hearts consecrated to the shrine of heaven, 
And hands to mercy's vauntless labour given — 

Voices to praise and prayer. 

How gentle, meek, and good ! 
Ministering to suffering, want, and pain. 
Like Mercy's self returned to earth again— 

An angel sisterhood. 

Ye ask, '< Can any good 
Come out of Nazareth,*' the sect of Rome? 
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Do not the loTeliest flowers bud and bloom 
Oft in the dreariest wood? 

The tones of vesper bell 
Are not always a mockery of prayer; 
For hearts as pure as anght on earth are there, 

Within that cloistered cell. 

Ye crowned monarchs, who 
For glory send your subjects to the field 
To murder and be slain — lance, spear, and shield 

Your livery of wo. 

Alas ! your laurels fade. 
And droop, and wither on your haughty brow : 
Ye reap in curses, what in blood ye sow, 

With war*s red murderous blade. 

And ye, around whose heads 
FiUets of grand nobility are bound — 
Ye men of wealth, and fame, and high renown— 

What are your generous deeds ? 

Ye give — yes, true, ye give 
From out your well filled stores, to hunger, want ; 
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And your own deeds of charity ye vaunt— 
For these profess to live. 

But see the pelfless child 
Of self-denying Love and Mercy bom— > 
As beautiful in purity as mom 

First blushing — gentle, mild : 

From all the joys of earth, 
And scenes of pleasure — vain pastimes— withdrawn ; 
The almoner of peace to hearts by anguish torn— 

A child of heavenly birth. 

Blessed ye humbly blest! 
To you at last the dear reward be given : 
'' Welcome, my daughters, to the gate of heaven ! 
Enter, and be at rest." 
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MO. III. 

WINTER FLOWERS— A SONG. 

My Winter flowers ! my Winter Flowers I 
Though spring and summer both are gone. 
And autumn winds have rudely blown. 
And trees have lost their emerald pride. 
Since your sweet kindred bloomed and died, 
Ye still are sweet, and fresh, and fair. 

My Winter Flowers ! 
As those that breathe in April air, 
And drink in April showers. 

My Wmter Flowers ! my Winter Flowers ! 

Though fields and woods are bleak and bare. 

Frozen the rills, and cold the air. 
And deep the snows on mount and plain. 
Spring flowers will live and bloom agun: 

But ye, despite the rigorous air 
Of Winter hours. 
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Are blooming still, and sweet and fair, 
My pretty Winterflowers ! 

My ^Winter Flowers ! my Winter Flowers ! 
Though chilling storms are brewing nigh, 
And*dark and frozen is the sky. 
Your bloom and fragrance gently steal 
Around my heart, and make me feel 
As if the spring^had come again, 

My "Winter Flowers, 
And every hill, and glen, and plain 
Were crowned with native bowers. 

My Winter Flowers ! my Winter Flowers ! 
Like memories of the early dead, 
Soft odours round my heart ye shed ; 
Like Beauty's spirit, ye survive 
The loved and lost to bloom and live. 
Oh ! ye are sweet, and fresh, and fair, 

My Winter Flowers ! 
As those that breathe in April air, 
And drink in April showers. 



•i> 



TWILIGHT HOURS. 

NO. IV. 

LOVE'S CHOICE 

Love held his court one summer day 

Beneath the shade of myrtle howers, 
In some sweet garden far away, 

All filled with fruits and flowers. 
And many bright-eyed maids were there, 

Dancing around his purple throne ; 
A thousand odours filled the air. 

From flowers around him strewn. 

Grave business had the king to do : 
Upon his brow there played no smile ; 

And every maid did all she knew, 
Her sovereign to beguile. 

They sweetly sang, and softly sighed, 
And brightly glanced their sparkling eyes : 

Each heart beat high with hopeful pride. 

To win the impending prize. 
13 
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Now, counsel'd by a rival king — 

(A wicked one, we aU must own,) 
Young Love bethought him he would bring 

A queen to share his throne ; 
And thus a proclamation gave, 

And thus those beauteous maids assembled : 
'Twas quite enough to make him grave — 

What wonder if he trembled ? 

Oh, 'twas a dangerous thing: First came, 

And at the royal footstool knelt 
Bbavtt; then rising, urged her claim. 

Love faintly smiled, and felt 
That Beauty was a fading flower, 

And not the one a king should choose, 
To share his heart, his throne and power : 

*Twas hard, he mu8t refuse. 

Then Wealth advanced ; but being proud, 
Waved gracefully her golden wand. 

Caught the king's eye, and slightly bowed : 
Love frowned, and waved his hand ; 

For well he knew, that Wealth with pride. 
The only treasure she could bring, 
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Was not at all a fitting bride 
For one who was a king. 

Then M£rct, with her mild blue eyes 
Cast down, knelt at his feet, and said — 
'' A heart is what a king should prize, 
Is what a king should wed : 
'Tis all my wealth — 'tis all I bring, 
An offering at thy shrine to lay," 
♦* 'Tis all I ask," replied the king, 
And they were wed that day. 
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NO. V. 

WATER VERSUS WINE. 

Away, away, thou tempting glass ! 

Thou treacherous foe in friendship's guise ! 
Thy sparkling, luring form, alas ! 

Woos but to curse — man drinks and dies. 

As errless as the bolts of heaven 
Rush to the steel— as truly flies 

The fatal lance, by warrior driven, 

So true thy shafts— man drinks and dies. 

Thou hast thy fascinations— yea, 
The serpent with its venomed eyes 

Ne'er weaves round its resistless prey 
A subtler spell — man drinks and dies. 

Oh, give to me the cooling draught 
That gushes unalloyed and clear 

13* 
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From Nature's Fount— the nectar quaffed 
In Eden— pure, and sweet, and dear. 

When underneath the clustering shade, 

At summer's noon, near bubbling springs, 
Where oft his flocks the shepherd staid 

To drink and rest— where sweetly sings 
The mock-bird in green branches high, 

I've paused to sip the flowing stream 
So limpid, I have wondered why 

God*s creatures, men, should madly deem 
That wine can half the pleasure give 
That water yields; Drink, drink, and live! 

Yea, drink ! the fountain never fails ; 

Perennial, pure, and free it gushes, 
And fresh and balmy as the gales 
. Of heaven to feverish brows : the blushes 
That mande o'er the wine cup's brim. 

Are not so modest — half — as those 
Which on the crystal fountain swim, 

And smile, and burst. The vein that flows 
From Earth's full heart, through rocks and hills, 
Feeds life and health, but broods no ills. 



I 
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Yes, drink and live, ye sons of men 

Who glory in your freedom ! see 
The sword unsheathed 'twixt friend and friend. 

And feuds 'twixt kindred ! who is free 
That swears his fealty to wine, 

The bloody monster ? who the slave 
That holds his reason sober? mine, 

Mine be the cup which Adam gave 
At Eden's fount to Virgin Eve:* 
Drink, drink, ye freemen; drink, and live! 

^ It is said that the first token of affection that Adam be- 
stowed upon Eve, was a cup of cold water. 
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NO. VI. 

TO AGNES. 

When first we met, my untried heart 
Was like thine own e'en now, as free ; 

But Cupid with his golden dart. 

Soon pierced it, and it bled — for thee. 

Then with his murderous weapon flew, 
And at thy feet all smiling knelt ; 

But glancing to thine eyes, he knew 
At once, thy heart no pity felt. 

With angry brow, and sparkling eyes, 
As clear, and bright, and deeply blue 

As sweet Italia's moonlit skies. 
He at thy breast the missile threw : 

But as the lance on cuirass rings. 
It struck a jewelled heart, and broke ; 
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Then Cupid spread his sunny wings. 
And quick his leave in silence took. 

O callous, cruel girl ! why spurn 
The offering at thy feet thus laid. 

And coldly from the altar turn, 
Nor view the suffering thou hast made ? 

Still, stiU, I gladly would forgive, 
And bless, for thy dear sake, the pain' 

That I have felt for thee, and live 
To suffer, feel, and bless again, 

If once from thy dear lips and eyes, 
Thou would*st a smile, a look bestow, 

Nor cUl my vows of love despise. 
Nor break the heart that bleeds e*en now. 

But if thy heart is still the same 

Impregnable and flinty jewel, 
ril seek elsewhere some other flame 

More kind than thou — at least less cruel. 
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NO. VII. 

APRIL MORNING SONNET.* 

Sing, sing, ye warblers of the dewy morn, 

And trill your matin songs the woods among ! 
The silent air the huntsman's winding horn, 
In softest cadence its blithe notes prolong. 
Fair Earth has donned her bridal sheen, 

And flowers from her breast are growing ; 
And 'tween the hills with verdure green, 

Where rivulets are gently flowing. 
Sweet music melts upon the ear, 
As if an angel chorused there. 

The flowery groves, in their young beauty blushing, 
Woo myriad bees to sip the honeyed dew 



* My readers will excuse the redundancy of lines of 
which this sonnet is composed. The usual number are in- 
suflicient. 
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Through their white buds and blossoms richly gushing; 

The cheerful yeoman, with their ploughs renew 
Theur annual task, to break the fertile soil. 
And whistle gaily at their honest toil. 
Spring, lovely spring ! again thy happy voice 
Awakes the earth, and makes the sky rejoice. 
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NO. VIII. 

SWEET ANGEL OF BEAUTY— A SONG. 

Sweet Angel of Beauty, whose birth-place is heaven ! 

•Remember 'tis thou who alone canst impart 
The spell which the Peris, when first they were driven 

From Paradise, learned to weave round the cold heart. 

My heart, unlike thine, is unmoved by all feeling, 
Save the feeling of holy devotion for thee : 

It comes o*er its gloom like Aurora's light stealing 
Along the dark sky or the dark angry sea. 

When the gathering storm of wild passion comes o'er me, 
I turn to the blessed bright spirit thou art, 

And while I gaze on the dear angel before me, 
A soothing devotion comes over my heart. 

14 
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Thoa canst change ihis cold heart and devote it to heaven; 

Thou canst bless, thou canst save me— my bonds thou 

canst sever, 
By a word from the heart, to the heart truly given : 

Then speak the kind blessing, and bless me for ever ! 
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NO. IZ. 

LOVE'S CORONATION. 

'Twas when this world of ours was young, 
And Eden's flowers were fresh and fair, 

That LoYE into existence sprung, 
And built his first bright palace there. 

One rosy morning when the sun 

Had scarce the glorious day begun, 

When dews, like " pearls at random strung,*' 

On every fragrant leaflet hung. 

And Music's charm first lent its power 

To soothe and bless the blushing hour— 

Ere yet the burning brand of sin 

Had stamped its impress on the place, 
Or Disobedience ventured in. 

To leave behind her damning trace^ 
Alighted in that blissful place 
Three beings not of mortal race, 
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Nor such an mark, from year to year, 

The cvancflcenl marrli of 'i'imc, 
Hut spirits from some upper sphere — 

Some starlit and imperial clime. 
These were the Graces, sent from lieaven 

To grace Lovb*8 rosy festival ; 
And fairer creatures ne*er were given 

To bless the earth since Adam*8 fall. 

With lotos boughs and branching yew, 
That round the Fount of Beauty grew, 
Were twined full many a blooming wreath, 

And many a flowery festoon too, 
Whose fragrance was the fragrant breath 

Of every gentle breeze that blew-— 
With myrtle and the dahlia bloom. 
And jasmine with its soft perfume, 
A coronal chaplet for Love they made. 
And placed it on his royal head : 
Then through that brilliant garden rang 

A strain so sweet the flowers among. 
As dancing merrily, they sang, 

In cheerful notes, this welcome song: 



I 
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SONG. 

Hail to thee, King of Paradise ! 
This morn descended from the skies 
To bless the world to mankind given, 
The dearest gift bestowed by Heaven. 
Hail to the blushing morning, hail ! 
Till yonder glorious sun shall pale, 
And every star that nightly glows, 
Its sparkling eye on earth shall close. 
Imperial Love, whose genial birth 
This day hath blessed the blooming earth, 
Shall o'er his sinless empire reign; 
And when called back to heaven again, 
Each star that decks his regal crown 

Shall count two young hearts wedded here, 
And every angel round the throne 

Shall bend in due obeisance there. 



HEART WHISPERS. 

FIRST SERIES. 

WHISPER I. 

The flowers of Spring bloom, fade and die, 
But others as bright and beautifully fair, 
Give their sweet odours to the vernal air. 
When Spring comes again 
With sunshine and rain. 
And LOVE fills the Earth, and the Air, and the Sky. 

WHISPER II. 

The Heart blooms but once, and if ever its flower, 
Is plucked from the stem, or wither and die, 

Vain, vain is the aid of Spring's sunshine and shower- 
The soil whence it grew is bairen for aye. 

WHISPER III. 

Rainbows melt before the eye. 
Meteors, streaming through the sky, 
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Flash out, nor leave a gleam behind 

To mark their transient track ; 
The gathering clouds, the sighing wind, 

Portend the summer's rack ; 
But soon the furious, stormy blast 

Passes away, passes away ; 
And Glory, Brightness, Beauty vast. 

Burst on the closing day. 

WHISPER IV. 

There is a spark, once kindled, ever burns ; 

Naught can quench its fires : 
One breeze alone its soft flame ever turns 
'i'o the Heart's altar and its perfumed urns — 

That breeze, the Heart's desires. 
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SECOND SERIES. 

WHISPER I. 

How glorious is the sky to-night — 
How softly, beautifully bright! 
Each star that gently gleams above 
Speaks to the yearning Heart of Love. 
And, oh ! how sweetly smiles the moon 

Upon her sentinels around ! 
Oh ! list to the seraphic tune. 

Breathing of Love ! the sacred sound 
Fills Heaven and Earth with gladness, 
And cheers the heart of sadness: 
'Tis God's own voice of Music, given 
To soothe the Heart — the Poetry of Heave^x, 

WHISPER II. 

Oh ! could I dwell in some bright home 
That nightly shines in yon high dome. 
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Where Love, and only Love might come^ 
There's naught of earth Td look upon, 
Save one dear maiden— on/y one: 
And her Fd watch with fondlier eyes 
Than aught that's lovely in the skies, 
And nightly send to her such dreams 

As never blessed a Peri's slumbers. 
E'en by blest Eden's limpid streams. 

Where Cherubim's enchanting numbers. 
In every flower and waving tree. 
Wake strains of answering melody. 

WHISPER III. 

But there is darkness round me now — 

A deep impenetrable gloom : 
Despair hath quenched the radiant glow 
Which hope shed on my heait awhile, 
As bright and warm as angel's smile. 

And blasted its first tender bloom. 

WHISPER IV. 

A little flow'ret, sweet and fair, 
Once in a quiet valley grew : 

'Twas nurtured by the fragrant air. 
And by the fragrant dew. 
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Oh ! 'twas a lovely, lovely flower ! 

To Love 'twas nearly allied ; 
But in a dark, ill-fated hour, 

Rude fingers plucked it — and it died- 

•^nd never bloomed again. 



THE END. 
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